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REMARKS. 



Some of our earliest and indeed most pleasing recollee- 
1 tions are associated with French society. We mean thai 
\ society which consisted of men of genius and literature, 
L who, hunted from their native country by traitors and mur* 
i derers, sought and fotmd refuge on the generous shores of 
^ Briton. With the emigrants we passed much of our early 
life, and had therefore an opportunity of marking their 
many peculiarities. Their irritability, their patience — their 
vivacity, V their sadness— their pride, their poverty. In 
them, the elements were strangely mingled. Their transi- 
tions from grave to gay were as volatile as their motions ; 
and if an involuntary sigh escaped them at the thought of 
what they once had been, it was succeeded by a tear of gra- 
titude» and a smile of content. We have beheld them in- 
suited by full-blown pride and brutal ignorance, but their 
dependance has forbade reply ; and though a transient flush 
might overspread their cheek, it was more in sorrow than 
in auger ; more allied to anguish than to resentment 

" Of all the griefs that harass the distress'd. 
Sure the most Utter i« a teomful J^at t 
Fate never wounds more deep the generous heart. 
Than when a hlockhmd^s insult points the dart.** 

Separated from the friends of bis youth — ^his family 
slaughtered, or, at best, diiveii into exile — himself a wan- 
derer in a foreign laud, with all the evils attendant on po- 

' verty— lived there a being that had stronger claims on our 
humanity than the French emigrant ? Homey a name so 
dear to every Englishman, must have, had some charms for 
him — aud if he found among strangers anything that even 
a|)proxiniated to the word, the utmost it could do, woul4 

I be to sooth the sorrows it never could heal. 

'' But however misfortune and English fogs might have 
damped the spirit of the emigrant, his constitutional gaiety 
must still break out, come what will, what may. " yoWl 
la aoleil ; je suis heureux r is no uncommon exclamation 
from the lips of a Frenchman, who, of all other men, is 
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REJMARKS. 

the most apt to be elated by the presence of that glorious 
laminary. - Angry, or pleased, Monsieur is equally comi* 
cal ! His ejaculations, his shrugs, his nods, and winks, are 
a never-failing source of meridment. We have no objec- 
tions to a few practical jokes, provided they offer no insult 
to his misfortunes. When schoolboys, we have ourselves 
taken no small liberties with " Meo M agister" If we have 
not, like Cowslip, *' pulled/* we have absolutely singed hi» 
wig. We have moreover mingled pepper with his siiaff — 
and upon one 04:casion, we so far proceeded to extremities^ 
as to drive pins, not the heads of them, through the bottom 
of his easy chair. 

*' O shame t vrhere Is thy blush V* 

The French character has been variously drawn, accord-, 
ing to the caprice and prejudice of individuals. Johnson, 
who had neither legs for dancing, nor ears for music, dis* 
misses it most contemptuously — 

« All sciences a fatting Monsieur knowSt 
And bid him go to hell— to hell he goes.** 

If the Doctor intended fasting as a term of reproach, he 
must surely have forgotten that he himself ever signed 
" Impransus" 

Cowper's picture is more agreeable, and comes nearest 
the truth. 

*' The Fxenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk. 
Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk. 
Is always happy, reign whoever may. 
And laughs-the sense of mis'ry far away. 
He drinks his simple bev'Jrage with a gust ; 
And, feasting on an onion and a crust. 
We never feel the alacrity and joy. 
With which he shouts and carols, < Five fo Aoi /' •* 

In this picture, happiness is neither of difficult nor expen- 
sive attainment We could wish, that in our own country 
it were pursued with no greater violation of decency and 
propriety. 

This Farce is founded on the well-known poetical tale 
of " Monsieur Tonson," which is said to be a true story^ 
But whether true or false, it is insufferably entertaiuiiug, 
and mischievously' comical. The author has shewn consi* 
derable tact in dramatizing the original, — he has grafted 
on it a very interesting tale, and from a mere outline^ he 
has drawn the most finished portrait of a kind-hearted and 
eccentric Frenchman tliat the stage can produce. 
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Moruieur Moriieu is one of the old school. He is gcd- 
bmt — witness his attentions to Madame Bellegarde, d'-de^ 
vant Dame (THortheur, and grande Beauti! He is cheerful, 
for he can dance and sing, while contrasting his former 
occupation of GMralde Divition with his present, PerrU' 
quier en ghiirdl. He is generous , for he protects the orphan 
in the midst of his poverty—his U$t^ proiegie^ de petite 
MademoiselU Adolphine, He. is irascible y — and who shall 
wonder at it, when his patienpe has to undergo so severe 
a trial for the amusement of his persecutors ? 

The peculiar phraseology of Monsieur MorbleUf^-^the 
singular construction of his sentences, — his heterogeneous 
luixture of hrolcen English and French, independent of the 
grotesque situations in which he is placed, give consider- 
able effect to his character. . Tom King, who, according 
to tradition, was one of the choice spirits of his day, is 
preserved with great glee. According to his own account, 
he is invested with as many titles and orders as the most 
magnificent potentate on the face of the earth — not ex- 
cepting the Brother of the Sun, and Cousin of the Moon I 
The remaining characters are pleasantly drawn, and the 
story, in its progress and development, has the genuine 
drollery of Farce, with something to interest and engage 
our best feelings. 

The hits in the character of Morhku are. exceedingly 
good. His chevaux'de'frize, and his friz de cheveuJFs — his 
apprehensions that one pail of water will not be half enough 
for the family of the Tx>o80ns, but that he must get " de 
New River cock turn on" — his inquiry about the ** solder," 
— his ** von tf«r,*'— his duck and jB^a,— together with his 
incessant applications to ^^ Monsieur Vash^*' — are in the 
highest degree characteristic and droll. We never beheld 
an audience merrier than at the incident of *^ Thomson's 
Seasons," when Morbleu starts from the table with the 
steak at the end of his fork, — or when he sings ** Monsieur 
Tonson is dead ! he is very dead indeed T' contrasted with 
his agony and surprise, when ^^ Four Tonsons" appear be- 
fore him, like the spectral forms in ^ Macbeth." 

*'AA<niUUkethefairineri — 
• 'AJburthf Stait,eyes!* 

In these scenes, Mathews rose above all praise— 

'< Not more applause when puppets danoe on wire. 
Or some ardi merry-aodrew swallows fire ; 

Ad 



6 aBMARKfti 

Not more appbrase when Kembloi full of deatht 
Starts forth witli bloody daggefrs in Macbeth ; 
Not more applause, when Catalani's throat 
Pours forth a soft, mellifluous, pleasing note. 
Which seems to us the music of the spheres, 
'Ere filled the air, or deafe^d human ears."* 

Gattie was the original Monsieur Morbleu ; and it is tat 
justice to add, that his talents first established the credit of 
the piece. But, '* tlie greatest is behind." Mathews fortu- 
nately adopted the character, and gave the towti m version 
of it. There may be four Tonsons, but tliere is only one 
Monsieur Morbleu. 

And the difference is this— Gattie hits off the pauvre 
barhihre to a nicety ; but he looks as if he had never been 
any thing else but " un pauvre fntrbiere*' Mathews has the 
air, the biensiancey of the Chevalier ^ who had danced a mi- 
nuet in ** de Cour de yersailles" He is a finished courtier 
of the ancien regime — he merely puts on the " barbiere,** 
as the garb of necessity. Gattie cannot be pathttic — Ma- 
thews has smiles and tears equally at his command ; and 
unless both are excited in Morbleu^ the character is imper- 
fectly represented. Nothing can be more delightful than 
the gaiety of Mathews — USspetit chanson^ '* C est tumour /'* 
and his accompanying capers^ are exquisitely French. Hitf 
transitions from gaiety to sadness — from restlessness to 
civility — his patient and impatient shrug^s, were aiirairably 
given. The recital of his story to Adolphine de Courcy, 
and bis affectionate assurances of protection, reached the 
heart. The infinite variety of Mathews's countenance was 
true to every emotion. As a performance, it is, in every 
sense, unique of its kind. 

The author of "Monsieur Tonson," Mr. MoncriefT, is 
well known as one of the most prolific dramatists of the 
present day. He can write a Farce while others are 
thinking about it. He has as many relations (dramatic 
ones) as King Priam. If some of his very numerous off- 
spring chance to be weak and ricketty, others are in a healthy 
and thriving condition, and among the latter we may in- 
stance "Monsieur Touson," and "The Spectre Bride- 
groom." 

(^ D G. 
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MEMOIR OF MR. MATHEWS. 



^' Poeta ruuciiur, non fit" The nentimenC applies 
equally to the actor^ as to the poet. There is bat one 
school — the school of Nature: bat 9S poetry is subject to 
rules of art, nature requires to be dramatized, to give her full 
effect on the stafi^e. The diamond is no less a diamond be* 
cause it is polished. Acting may be comprised in two woixls 
—Abstraction and Intonation. The actor must forget 
hinwelf And the audience, and be alone the chanurter he 
represents. Natural talent, refined and improved by art, 
18 true excellence ; but art without nature, is an automaton 
— a wax-work figtire ; the semblance of life, not the reality* 
It is recorded that Garrick 

" But \xi zfteHon, in s dream or* passion. 
Could force his loul so to his own oonoeit, 
Thatf from her workiag, «1] hit vinge varmM* 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in his aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit " 

We have witnessed the same effi^ct in Keinble and in Sid- 
dons : and a man might take credit for more wit than his 
neii^hbours, could he discover in Mr. Mathews's innume- 
rable iu) personation 8, such an individual as Mr. Mathews. 

This great ornament of the English stage' is the son of 
the late Mr. James Mathews, who was for many years an 
eminent^ Iwoksellcr in the Strand, where our Comedian 
was born, on the 28th of June, 1776. The father's 
principles would have directed tlie son to any other pur- 
suit than that of the stagey had young Mathews followed 
parental advice, he might peradventure have been standing 



8 MEMOIR OF MR. MATHEWS. 

eontagiouM to his Majesty*8 subjects, aud charging them on 
their apparel to touch a hair of his wig. But Momus stept 
in and claimed him for his own ; and who shall say, that 
the laughing god ever made choice of a droller disciple ? : 

*' A merrier man« 
Within the limit of becoming mirth« 
I never spent an hour's talk withaL 
His eye begets occasion for his wit* 
For every object that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest.** 

On the 9th of September, 1793, Mr. Mathews made his 
first appearance on any stage, at Richmond, in Surrey, in 
the characters of Richmond, in ^^ Richard the Thud," and 
£owkitt, in the " Soji-in-Law." This was as an amateur. 
His first professional appearance was on the I9th of June, 
' 1794, on the Dublin stage, in Jacob Gawky and Lingo, 
His success was complete ; but the manager, Mr. Dal^, so 
far from appreciating the talents of his young recruit, placed 
him in a variety of subordinate characters— that Mathews, 
whose leading characteristic through life has been a spirit 
of independence^^mtted a situation so humiliating ; and 
after making a tour through Wales, enlisted under Tate 
Wilkinson, the eccentric aud well-known manager of the 
York Theatre, where he made his first appearance, in the 
year 1798, in Silky and Lingo, 

For five years the risible faculties of the York audiences 
were kept in perpetual motion, under the influence of Mr. 
Mathews. But this monopoly of fun was not to last till 
doomsday. Mr. Colman, seeing no just cause or impedi- 
ment why the good folks in London should not be merry 
too, deputed Mr. Mathews to relax their muscles, which he 
did very effectually, on the 16th of May, 1803, as Jabalf in 
'* The Jew ;" and in his old favourite character of Lingo — 
*' the master of scholars !" 

• On the 18th of Septeml)er, 1804, Mr. Mathews made 
his erdrie on the boards of -Old Drury, in the character of 
Don Manuel y in Gibber's comedy of *' She would and she 
would not," and for eight years he continued a leading mem^ 
ber of that company. His Arst appearance at Coveut Gar- 
den was on the 12th of October, 1812, as Buskin, in the 
Farce of ** Killing no Murder." 

No actor had assumed a wider range of characters, or 
supported them with greater ability, than Mr. Mathews. 
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Flats, Sharps, Tall-boys, Dotards^ CoantrymeD, Cocknies, 
Eccentrics of all ageB, and nations, were represented by 
him with true comic fidelity. His imitatiire talent occa- 
sionally indulged in the pleasant mischief of taking off his 
brother actors. He might sit for Incledon'K portrait, and 
the artist himself be deceived. If he be not tie identical 
Dicky Suett, there's no purchase in money. Considering, 
however, that his talents were not sufficiently called into 
action, for,' like Richard, '* his soul was in arms, and eager 
for the fray,*' he took himself off , and in March, 1818, 
he ap|)eared " At Homey* at the English Opera House, 
where, up to the present moment, he has continued to 
realise all that has been said of Proieutf and tu exliibit 
more faces than Argus had eyes. 

Some have attempted to nrove that Mathews, though a 
consummate mimiCy is no actor : and Pope, by the same 
rule, has been pronounced a^ood versifier , but no poet / 
To adopt the sentiment of Dr. Johnson, we may ask, J[f 
Mathews is no actor, tohere is acting to be found ? Is 
Lingo nothing ? Is Sis f'ret/ul Plagiarif nothing ? Is AJor^ 
bleu nothing ? Is the Old Scotchwoman nothing ? 

'* If th€te are nothing ; 
Why, then the wodd, and aU thafi in % Is twthiitg,'' 

** What money have you in your pocket, master Ma- 
thew ?" — ^The reward of Mr. Mathews's professional la- 
bours is a handsome independence^ which he dispenses 
with the taste and liberality of a gentleman. He is an en» 
ihtuiast in his art, which may well account for his singu- 
lar excellence. A more interesting collection of dramatic 
curiosities was never brought together by the industry of 
one man. It is one thing to possess wealth, and another 
to employ it The Otium cum (Hguitate was never more 
happily exemplified than in Mr. Mathews. Surrounded 
by his bookSy his pictures, and a few select friends, he may 
turn aside from mere ostentatious luxury, and exclaim, 
with the Spectator, « These are my companions l" His 
theatrical career commenced during the meridian of the 
stage. He beheld it in its glory, and he has witnessed its 
decline. For ourselves, we delight to have contemplated 
ISO splendid an era. — Let younger and livelier spirits lock 
forward to embryo genius — Seeing what we have seen, oKr 
tiew is retrospectwe. — 



10 -MBMOIR OF MR. MAlTHBWS^ 

** Let others bail the rising sun. 
We bow to those whose race is runf 
And set in endless night." 

For the salte of rational amusement, we should say, iaie 
may Mr. Mathews retire from public life. Retire when 
he will, he will carry with him the admiration and esteem 
of every lover of the Drama, whom his truly versatile pow- 
ers have so long contributed to amuse. 

f^ I) G. 



11 



€o»tumt' 



MONSIEUR MORBLEU.-~Striped eoat with laige buttant, white 
waistcoat embroidered, red lireechet, str^ied stocking*, 4ioe«, and 
buckles. 

MR. THOMPSON. — Slate ooioar coat, embioidered waistcoat* date 
. colour breeches, white stocliings, shoes, and buckles. 

TOM KING^— -Fashionable frock coat and waistcoat, white cord 
breeches, and top-boots. 

JACK ARDOURLY. — Blue coat, white waistcoat, and trowsers. 

RUSTY.^— Brown coat and breeches, red waistcoat* 

USEFUL. — ^Light blue livery Jacket» striped waiatooat, white 
hroedies, and top-boots. 

NAP. — Watchman's coat and red night-cap. 

TRAP 8c WANT£M.-wFrock coats, red waistcoats, drab breeehea 
and gaiters. 

FIP. — ^Brown foshiofiable coat, ^hite waistdoat, and striped trowsers. 

WAITER.— Blue coat, striped waistcoat, white breeches, and stock- 
iiigs> 



ADOLPHINE. — A white leno morning dress, white chip hat. 

MADAME BELLEGARDE.*— Embroidered satin gown, red petti- 
coat with furbelows, a high French cap, and high heel shoos. 

MRS. THOMPSON. — A white muslin pelisse, fashionable bon. 
net, scarf, dec 
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Cast of the Characters as Performed at the Theatres Bm/aU 

« 

Druty Lane. • BSngUth Opera* 

isas 

Motuiew Morbleu Mr. Gattie. Mr. Mathews. 

Mr, Thompson Mr. Thompson. Mr. Beime£» 

Tom King •••••* Mr. Browne. Mr. Wrench* 

Jadt Ardourlif • * Mr. Mercer. - Mr. J. Bland. 

Ruttjf Mr. Yamold. Mr. Minton. 

Vs^a Mr. Comer. Mr. J. Knight. 

Nap ..•. Mr. O.Smith. Mr* Salter. 

3Vap ••• Mr. Read Mr. Iteundei& 

Wjuntom Mr. Sheriff. Mr. Shaw. 

Fip Mr. Webster. Mr. W. Brown. 

Waiter Mr Fenton. Mr. George. 

Moiphine do Courey Mitt Smithion. Mi» L. Dance. 

Madam/0 Bottogarde Mrs. Orger. Mrs. Tayleure. 

Mr, Thompson Mn. Knight. Mn.Jeoold. 

i 

V 

STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductors of this Work print no Plays but those whidi thty 
have .seen acted. The Stage Diroetiono are given from th^rown 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right,- L. L^; D. F. Door in Flat,' R. D. Right Door ; 
L. D. Left Door,' S.-EI. Soconii Sniraneoi U. E. Upper Bntrancog 
M. D. Middle Door. 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R. means Ri^Af; L. Left,* C. Centre; R. C. Right qf Centre,' 
L. C. Left of Centre* 

*»* The Reader is supposed to be on the Stage flieing the Atidienee* 

It. RC. C. LC. U 



MONSIEUR TONSON. 



Ah! let me fly! 



ACT L. 

SCENE h'-ffart Street, Bloomshury. Evening. 

. Enter AJMiXHVH-Rf hastily, i. 

AdoU Am I in safety ? [Looking round^ Yes ; I have, 
at length, eluded my pursuer. Unfortunate Adolphine ! U 
it not enough that I am an emigrant from my native France ; 
that an impenetrable mystery hangs over my birth ; that 
I am only prevented being wholly dependant on the 
meagre exertions of one as wretched as mvself, for sup- 
port, by the saie of a few trifling drawings ; but whenever* 
as now, I venture out, I must be the sport and prey of 
every liberttne I meet ? [Noise toithout, l." 
be id here again ! Wretched, wretched gir 

Enter Ardourly, in pursuit, l. 

Ard» Confusion I she has escaped me once more. 
What an unlucky dog I am ! to behold the only object I 
feel I can ever love, merely to lose her* Never did tor- 
mentiog fate lead a man astray with such beauteous wiU-o* 
the wisps, as those piercing sparklers and twinkling little 
feet erf her's. She's lost— I'm lost-^we're both lost. 
What the deyM shall I do ? D'— «-e, I'll raise a hue and 
cry — I'll — ^bat.-.*no» I'll not give her up. Yet, which way 
haa she gone ? which way mua/t I go f Here's a stranger 
comingy I'll inquire if he has seeii her. 

Enter ToM King, r. 

Pray, sir, hjive you seeu a young woman ! — Eh ? why, 
zounds ! 'tis my old friend, Tom King. 

T. King, What, Jack Ardourly ! inquiring after a petti- 
coat in the neighbourhood of Monmouth-strect ? We shall 
have Cupid turning o)d clothesman next. But, egad * my 
dear lad, I'm devHish glad to see you. Why, 1 haven't had 
fhe pleasure of meeting with you since your rich uncle, old 
Thomson, popped so suddenly from the clouds, and made 
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you presumptive heir to one of the first fortaiies iu the 
three kingdoms ; I dDugrattdate you, faith ! 

ArrJU Congratulate me ! pity me. What's the finding an 
old uncle, to the losing an angelic girl ? What's the fa- 
vour of fortune to the malice of fate ? I am the most mi- 
serable dog in existence I 

T, King. Miserable about a wench! muslin-struck, 
quite. Ha ! ha ! ha I Some tea-drinking milliner, I war- 
rant her ; playing at hide and seek to some wealthy fool to 
wed her. Was there ever such folly ? Oh ! Jack Ardour- 
ly. Jack Ardourly ! 

Ard* Laugh at me, if you please, but hear me. If 
love is a folly, it is one I am up to my neck in. Ten mi- 
nutes since, my heart was as free as your's ; but, as the 
mischievous spirit of Cupid would have it, making a short 
cut from Long's, I met a lovely girl, who instantaneously 
effected a conquest of me ; I started my fair game iu Soho, 
she declined niy attentions iu Greek-street, bade me leave 
her in the most imperative mood imaginable ; assumed 
tragedy surs in Berwick-street, giive me the slip in Cran- 
bourn-alley, and was lost in St Martiu's-lane. I tracked 
the dear angel again in St. Giles's, but again parted with 
her and my heart in — 

'T. King. Hart-street, Bloomsbury-square. Ha ! ha ! 
This is whimsical enough : but what sort of a divinity is 
this walking Venus, this flying goddess, this hunting 
Diana, of your's ? 

Ard, Her dress and manners are evidently French, but 
her person is heavenly ; her — 

T. King. Ah ! I see ; one of those pretty emigrants we 
Itave lately imported from Paris, with other French toys, 
to adorn our streets and amuse our leisure hours. I'll soon 
rout her for you, my boy ! we'll set out on a voyage of dis- 
covery directly. What latitude did she sail in ? 

Ard. I last missed her iu this direction. [Pointing <^^ r. 

T. King. Allons ! then ; you shall find me -as sharp as 
a needle, in guiding you to this polar star of beauty of your's. 
We'll search every Frenchman's house iu London, but 
we'll find her. We'll rummage Paddington, rout out Pan- 
eras, peep into Pentouville, summons Clerkenwell, and 
scour the Seven Dials for her. 

Ard. And do you think we shall succeed ? 

T. King. When did Tom King ever fail, when the ob« 
ject was to serve a friend and to promote mirth ? I'll make 
you happy, my lad I Zounds ! for a quiz, a hoax, a joke, a 
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jest, a song, a dance, a catch, a tale, a race, or a row, Tom 
King would't turn bis back on any man in England. A'u't 
I the choice spirit of the day, the jolly dog, the roaring boy, 
the knowing lad, the rare blood, the prime back, the rum 
80ul, the funny fellow ? Emperor of the Cockonians ! 
Chairman of the Jacks ! General of the Lubber Troop ! 
Master of the Mugs ! Chief of the Eccentrics ! Member 
of Daffy*s ! President of the Flounder Club ! Founder 
of the Snugs ! passed Noble Grand of the Odd Fellows ! 
and Vice of half the Freemasons' Lodges in the kingdom ! 

Oh, d e ! Tom King's the man ! so come along, my 

boy. [EjremUy lu 

Enter Thompson ofK/ Rusty, l. 

Bmu. Well, well, master, I don't mind letting you have 
the run of the key for an hour or two, if I go with you, 
and you can shew good cause. 

TAom, 1 can, I can. These French drawings which I 
sent you to purchase in Rathboue-place, that I might re- 
fresh my memory of Paris, are subscribed with a name 
that has unsettled all my plans again. See, Rusty, see.^ 
Adolphine de Courcy ! the very maiden name of my lost 
wife ! The owner of this name lives, you say, in Seven 
Dials? 

Rus, Ay ; with Mounseer Morebleu, a French barber, 
one of your emigrants ; at least, so the man at the shop 
told me. 

Thorn, We will go to him directly: I must see this 
Adolphine de Courcy : she may be the wifie I have so long 
lamented as dead : or, more probably, the child I have so 
long and v^nly searched for. What an unhappy man I 
am l doomed never to know a moment's rest 

Rut. No ; I believe you never were so comfortable^ 
when you were under my care in the Bastile. There you 
were properly looked after ! nothing to disturb you. 

7'Aom. True, true. Ah ! I should never have left Eng- 
land, only I knew living was much cheaper in France ; 
and as I had but a very small fortune, I didn't wish to go 
beyond it ; that brought on all my misfortunes. 

Rus. Serve you right : you shouldn't have deserted your 
country, merely to save a shilling. I hope ail absentees 
may have as much cause to repent it is as you have. 

77tom. Hum ! then I should never have maiTied my 
wife, the chief agent of all my troubles— 

Rus. As most wives. are : mine was I But she died in 
her confinement. She was confined the same time you 

B 2 
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wei*e. Why did you have one so much ydur .superior in 
ratik and fortune as your wife was ? 

Thorn* What did I profit by it ? When I discovered 
that the proud old niarqqis, her father, was. never likely 
to consent to our union, didn't I marry her privately, and 
remove her into a iretirement where 1 thought no one 
would ever have discovered us ? 

Rw. And were found out the very first thing. She was 
sent to a nunnery, and you to the Bastile. 

Thom. It was a great uusfortune the revolution break- 
ing out. 

Rut. Yes ; for then the mob broke in : yoii gained yo'ir 
liberty, and I lost ray place. 

Thorn, Failing in mv search for my wife and infant girl, 
I betook myself abroad — : 

Rm, Where, having been used to confinement under, 
me, you didn*t leave your plantation till you had acquired 
a princely fortune-^ 

Thorn. And no relation of the name of Thompson to 
leave it to, only my sister's son. Jack Ardourly. But 
these drawings t this name ! I have a thousand hopes 
and fears ; let us hasten directly to satisfy them. 

Ru9, Well, I don't mind granting you a rule of courts 
as it*8 to transact your private affairs ; you may go. 

Thwn, Come along, then. Ueigho I [Eafeunty a. 

SCENE II, — E/ctemr of Afaruieur Morbku't Nome and 
Shop m the Seven IHals. Door inJItU, l. ShuUert t9 
open, jfc. A waich-bo.r at one comer, r. o//lat, (Night.) 

Enter M orb leu, r. 

Mor. Eh ! mon Dieu I Je suis bien fatign^ vit my great 
business ; all de head of de nation wish to be turn by me ! 
and I am such grand professeur, I turn all de nation's 
head ; coupe all dere objection short vit dere hair : my 
close revolution crop silence everyting : and I make every 
man vqn Brutus. It is great change, ma foi, for me : in 
de grande nation, under de ancien regime, I was de 
g^niral of de raiment ; here I am only de perruquier en 
g^u6ral, only take de Auglois by de nose in de vay of my 
occupation. Have noting to do vit any balls but de vash- 
balls ; no powder but de hair-powder ; no chevaux-de- 
friz but de combe and de tongs, dat I friz de cheveux vit. 
But vere is my housekeeper, Madame Bellegarde ? Madamt 
Bellegarde 1 {Knocke at the door o/hit e^.} 
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^fUer Madame BELLEGARDE,/rom Ifouti* 

"Eh bien, madanie! Me voici, here I am, glad to see you 
and de little domicile once agaiu* Comment vous portez- 
' Tous, cette bonne evening, madame ? 

£eile» Merci, monsieur, tr^s joli f 

Mor. Joli! you are joli comme une ange* que tu es 
charmante, ma chfere Madame Bellegarde ! 

BfiUe, Ah! Monsieur Morbleu^ you have so much of dc 
politesse. 

3Ior, Ha, ha ! true, true I you remember, madame, vcn 
I use to valk de minuet vit you, twenty, tirty year ago, in 
de conr de Versailles. Oh ! Tamour ! dose vere bou 
temps. 

AIR. — MORBLEU. 

C'est L amour^ L'amour, L'amour, qui faitle monde h, la 

ronde, 
.£t cbaque jour k son tour le monde fait l'amour. 
Qui rend la femme plus docile, 

£t qui fait doubler ses attraits ; 
Qui rend Ics plaisirs plus faciles, ' 

Qui fait excuser ses exc^s. 
Qui rend plus accessibles les grands dans leurs Palain, 
Qui salt rendre sennibles jusques aux sous-pref^ts« 
C'est L'amour, L'amour, L'amcur. 

■ . • 

Qui donnede T&me aux Poetes, 

Et de la joie aux ilioios lurons ; 

Qui donne de IVsprit aux b^tes, 

£t du courage aux plus poltrons. 

Qui donne des carosses 

Aux tendrons des Paris 

^ Kt qui donne des bosses 

A beaucoup de Maris 
Cest L'amour, L^amour, L'amour. 

Belle, Ah ! monsieur, dat vas under de ancien regime. 

Mor, Qui, oiii, en r^rit^. limes very much different 
now, ma foi ! Den I vas Monsieur Morbleu, Chevalier 
de Saint Louis, and G^n^ral 4e Division ! and you vere 
Madanie la Marquise de Bellegarde, Dame d' Honneur^ 
and grande beaut^ ! V'ou very different ting now, madame, 
and so am L Now I am only one poor bai'bi^re, and you 
my housekeeper of all vork, to make de bed, scrub de 
board, and clean de logemeut Eh, moil Dieu I but vere 
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is my littel protegee, de petite Mademoiselle Adolphine, 
orpheline de Courcy ? pauvre enfante I gone to sell her lit- 
tel drawing ? 

Belle, Oui, monsieur ; but she will be back tout de suite. 

Mor. Bonne Alle, bonne fille ! She have dc key, and can 
get through de door vithout our stay up to open it ; so I shall 
go to my night-cap, for fam very much sleepy, and il est tard. 

Nap. [fyit/iout, L.] Past ten o'clock ! 

Mor. Ah ! dere is Monsieur Nap, de vash-a-man ; he 
is come for to go to his box. Yaw'aw ! veuez, madame. 
Courage ! Louis le D^ir^, and de ancien regime, shall 
come back by-an-by, very often ; den ve tread de minuet 
de la cour togeder again. La, la, lal de ral, de ral I 

[Exeunt into the house, singing * C*est I'amour/ and 
dancing the minuet de la tmar.^ 

Enter Nap, the fFatchman^ l. 

Nap. Past ten o'clock, and a moonlight night \ Well, 
I have gone my beat, and cried the hour ; so now I'll go 
into my box, and have a comfortable snooze. Past ten 
o'clock ! [Exit into the box , R. 

Enter Adolphine, hastily , r. 

Adol. In spite of all my endeavours, my purs,uer has 
traced me here. What will he think of the meanness of 
this abode, and what persecutions may I not expect from 
his attentions ! Saint Louis preserve me ! 'Tis fortunate 
I have the key : diey come ! surely, they will not attempt 
t(> knock : at all events, they will knock unanswered by 
me. [Exit into the ftouse, unlocking and then reloeking the 

door.^ 

Enter Ardourly and Tom King, in pursuit, r. 

T. King. Bravo, victoria ! victoria, my boy ! I told you 
Tom King would do the business for you : wefve housed 
-her at last 

Ard. Yes, there's the mischief of it : what are we to 
do now ? 

7'. King, Why, unhouse her, to be sure. 

Ard. But how ? 

T, King. Knock at the door. 

Ard. And run away ? 

T. King. A lover, and run away ! Never I stand firm to 
the last : she may answer the door. 

Ard. But suppose she shouldn't, and any one else 
sliould i 
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T. Kmg. Tfaeii we hare merely made a mistake, thatV all. 

jfrd, I'm afraid wc shall be mistaken. 

T. King. Or, we can inquire far some one. 

^rrf. Who? 

T. King, Oh ! Mr. Jenkins, or Mr. Tomkius, or any 
one we are sure is not there. 

Ard. But we may be unlucky enough to pitch upon the 
Tery name of some person who is there. 

T, Kbrg. To. preveift that, we'll inquire for your uncle, 
old Thompson ; we are very sure he is not there : so here 
goes. [Knocks at Morbieu*s door. 

Ard. Stay, stay ; what are you about ? 

7\ King, Tis done now. [Listens.] No answer ! the 
jade suspects us. Ill knock again. [Knocks.'] They 
are all gone to bed. [Listens,] No ; I hear the striking 
a light ; 111 expedite them. [Knocks again, and peeps 
through the key-hole."] Somebody coming ; pat, pat, pat, 
pat ! What strange animal have we here ? 

Ard. Animal ! it is, doubtless, the dear dngel herself. 

MoRBLEU opens the door, and appears in his nightcap, with 

a rushlight in his hand. 

Confusion ! a man ! 

Mor, Deux gentilhommeS, and so late, too ! I dare say 
some rich pustonier vaiit me to dress dem for the grand 
assembly to-night. [Aside*] A votre service, messieurs, 
vat is your plaisir vit nfe ? 

T. King. I merely called, my dear friend, as I was 
passing your house, to know if-- but I've disturbed your 
rest, I fear? 

Mor. Oh, point de tout, not at all. I am too much 
proud of de honneur you confer par cette visite, ma foi. 

T, King. You are very good : we merely called, knowing 
you are a man of information — 

Mor. Oh ! sare, you do me grand faveur. Je vous rend 
mille graces. 

T, King. Don't mention it. We merely called to in- 
quire if, among the persons who inhalHt this street, one 
Mr. Thompson lodges here. 

Mor. Diable ! dat all ! and I leave my bed on purpose ? 
Heigho ! [Aside,] No, sare ; no Monsieur Tonson do live 
here. 

T, King. Hum ! I'm sorry wc troubled you, but I 
tlioiight I'd just inquire i cbuldn't pass by vour door without 
calling, you know. 
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• il/or. Oh ! sai-e, you are very great polhe. Visfa you 
vere at de diable ! [Astde» 

T, King, Good night ! take care yon don't catch cold. 

Mor. Bon soir, messieurs. I am much glad they are 
going to go. Au revoir ! Diable ! dis dam puddel in de 
gutter, I put my foot on him. [Exit into house* 

1\ King. Mhid your rash-light don't go out. Ha, ha, 
ha ! Was there ever seen so curious an animal ? Let us 
see what species he belongs to. Lend me your lanthorn, 
Charley. [Takes Nap*s lanthom, and reads the mscription 
over Morbleu*s door."] " Monsieur Morbleu, Grand Perru- 
quier en Militaire, Coiffeur en G^ieral." Ha, ha, ha ! — 
•Very well. Monsieur Morbleu, Grand Perruquier : it ia 
au revoir with us, indeed. We will speedily become better 
acquainted. There, Charley, there's your lanthorn, and 
a tizzy for you, my boy. [Returns the lanthom , and gives Nap 
sixpence*"] Zouud's ! Ardonrly, nil desperandum 1 

Ard» I must : you see she does not appear. What's to 
be done now ? 

T. King. Try again. Where is your rascal. Useful ? 

Ard. At my hotel. 

T* King. Then that's our point. I cannot, decently, 
shew myself again to-night to monsieur, therefore, we'll 
hasten to the Sabloni^re. You write a passionate billet to 
Miss Morbleu, and let Useful bring it : he's a sharp dog, 
and with a little of my instruction, will soon afford iia 
both satisfaction and amusement. AUons! Au revoir, 
Monsieur Morbleu. Ha, ha, ha ! [Exeunt y r. 

Enter Nap, from his b^. 

Nap, (r.) Rum blades, them 'ere : out on a lark, I 
reckon. Well, it's no business of mine, so long as they 
don't come on m'y beat. Half-past ten I 

[CaUing the haJf'hour. 

Enter Thompson and Rusty, r. 

Rw, I tell you, I'm sure this is the place ; but well ask 
the watchman. Pray, my friend, isn't this the Seven Dials ? 

Nap. [Holding lanthom to Rusty*sface'\ Ay, master, to 
be sure it is. 

Rus. There, I told you so. Whereabouts does one Moun- 
seerMoiebleu live? 

Nap* What, the barber? I don't know: that ia— I 
think— T can't tell. 

Rus, [To Tftompson.] He thinks he can't tell ! 

'JTiom, Give him a shilling. [Rustp gives Nap a shiSuig. 
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Nap. [LooMng at the sMlUhg.'] Oh ! I know now ; he 
lires right under your nose : but he's gone to bed* 

Thorn. We mast knock him up ; I cannot pause a mo- 
ment till my doubts are satisfied 

Nap^ Thafs your business. [ Crones to l.] Why, the old 
Frenchman ha» quite a congregation to-night : but I must 
go and call the half-hour Half-past ten ! \Exilt^ L. 

Tht^m. Knock, Rusty, knock. 1 cannot rest. 

Hus.' No, nor you'll let nobody else lest Hallo! 
[Knocks at Morbiet/s door.] They're a long time coming. 

lliom. Knock again ; try once store. 

Rus. Jf s no use : however, I suppose you won*t be 
contented, so here goes. [Knocks again. 

Thorn, Don't you hear the window open ? 

Bus, Yes, there's somebody getting up in the garret. 

Mor. [Looking out of the tfe^ret window.] Qui va Ik ? 
Vat is dere^ s'il vous plait ? Vy you knock at de door of my 
maisou, if you are so good ? 

Thorn, *Tts he, 'tis lie! Is your name Morbleu, my 

Mor. Qui, mou ami! [good friend ? 

T^om. Come down instantly. 

31or, Sacreblcu I vil not de matin do, monsieur ? for I 
am in bed, je suis au lit. 

Thorn, No; it is a matter of life and death. 

AJ(fr, JVlis^ricorde ! dey vant me to bleed somebody. 
Veil, to oblige yoji, monsieur, I shall get up-— 

Thorn, Get up! Zounds ! my dear friend, we want you 
to come down. 

Mor, And put on my culotte. Restez \k pour un mo- 
ment. Heigho! I never can get not any rest at all. 

[E^itfrom uHndow* 

Thorn, He's coming, he's coming; and now, thank 
heaven^ I shall have all my doubts silenced or confirmed. 
Enter Mo k bleu, from^ the Howe, 

Mor, Yaw'aw! Excusez nioi, monsieur, dat I have no 
candel, but 1 have burn my rushlight till him rush all away. 

T/iom, Make no apologies, my good friend ; the urgent 
business I come upon precludes all ceremony. You have a 
lady under your care, beai'ing the name of Adoiphine 4e 
Courcy ? 

Mor. Only monsieur, certsunement ; but she never assist 
in de shop. She never shave any body. 

Thorn. Psha! You, doubtless, must have heard of an 
nnfortonate man of the name of Thompson ? 

Mor. Diable! Vat, Monsieur Tonson come again? 
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No, Bare, I have heard of no Monsieur Tonson ; I tell 
you 60 liefore, sare ; do Monsieur Tonson do live here. 
•Vat yon mean by pull me out of my bed in dis way ? By 
gar! it dam bad mauner and no gentilhomme I 

Thom» But hear me my good friend ; this Mr. llioropaon — 

Mor, All von cock and some bull ; and if you call me up 
again,, ma' foi, I shall charge you vit the vash, for keeping 
. de bad hour. Diable ! \_E3nt into the house, shutting t/Z 
door m Thompson* sface,\ 

Thorn, But, my good fellow! — ^Monsieur! — Monsieur. 
»-Ah ! I see how it is ; these imperious De Courcys have 
hired this fellow to keep my wife (for it is undoubtedly 
she) still in their power : but I'll have redress ; Til go to 
Bow-street ; tliey've locked her up, and now—- 

Bus* 'Tis high time I should lock you up. 

Thonu NUy, Rusty, nay! let us go in search of the 
police, ril enter the house by force, liberate my wife, 
and make a terrible example of those who would detain 
her from my arms. [Exeunt, u 

Enter Useful, r. 

Use/, So the coast is clear at last. I thought those two 
old twaddlers never would have gone. Let me see : my 
instructions are, under pretence of inquiring for Mr. 
Thompson, to endeavour to give this letter to Miss Mor- 
bleu. Here's the house ; now for it. [Knocks at Morbieu*s 
door,] No answer ? Y\\ knock again. Hallo ! get up, get 
up! [Knocking again ffiolentiy, 

Mor, [Appearing at the garret window,'] Eh, mon Dieu! 
is de maison on fire, that you knock so loud ? 

Use/, No, but you are wanted ; you must come down 
directly : I am sent here in an official capacity, expressly 
to — but that is alien to the business. 

Ator, Begar ! vat does he say about his official capacity 
and de alien business ? I nmst have de bieiis^nce, de 
courtesie to him. [Aside,] Trte bien, monsieur officier. I 
shall come down instamment. How J am broke of my 
sleep ! Heigho I [Exit from window. 

Use/, So far so good ; let me but once efiect an en- 
trance, ril soon accomplish all the rest. Eh ! here old 
soup-meagre comes. 

Enter Morbleu /rom the house, sneezing, as if from having 

newly caught cold. 

Alor, Now, monsieur officier, sai'e, I am at your com- 
mand, if you think so good, bonne grace. 
Ufif, I merely called, Mr. Morbleu^ to enquire— 
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Mor,' Yes, sare. 

Uaef, If there was one Mr. ThompsoQ— 

Mor. Vat, Monsieur Tonson again ? 

Use/. Yes, one Mr. Thompson— 

Mor, Diable ! vat you mean, sare? you dam scoundrel ! 
by come again ? Vat yon mean by Monsieur Tou8on, to 
break my sleep in dis manner. I told you two, one, seven 
time, dere -no Monsieur Tonson here* I know no Mon- 
sieur Tonson.' Got dam \ 

Vfef* Well, but my good friend, yon needn't be in such 
a passion ; if you don't know where Mr. Thompson lives, 
I dare say Miss Morbleu does, if you'll just have the good* 
ness to call her up ; or your servant will do — the house- 
keeper— or anybody. 

Mor, Parbleu ! dis worse than all ! You not content vit 
pull me out of my bed dese tree time, vit your dam Mon- 
sieur Tonson ; but now you vant to pull my vard. Made- 
moiselle Adolphine, and my housekeeper, Madame Belle- 
garde, out of bed, too. Vat dey know about Monsieur' 
Tonson? Youuse me tr^ mauvais; I never vas use so 
under de ancien* regime, ma foi : it affront my hontieur ; 
I shall not put up vit it ; I will have de satisfaction — I 
shall give you to d^; vash— I shall make a charge of you. 
Monsieur Vash ! [CalU^I He shall put you in his box. — 
Monsieur Vash ! [Cattitig, 

Uaef, Eh ! calling the watch ? Zounds ! I may get in 
the wrong box herej I'd better be off. Bong swor, 
Mounseer Soapsuds. / [Ewity r. 

Mor, Run away? Begarl I am sorry I did not run 
him troo. But he shall not get off so veil : Monsieur r 
Vash! Monsieur Vash, I say! ICalHng, 

Enter Nap, l. 

Nap, Eh ! who wants the watch ? here I am : why, 
hang me I if it 'en't Mounseer Powder-blue, the barber. 
What's in the wind now ? Consarn it ! I -hope there • 
hasn't been no rogues breaking in and running away with 
the pomatum, has there ? 

Mor, Vorse dan dat, Monsieui: Vash. I no mind de 
pomatum run avay dis hot veader \ but dat dam Monsieur 
"Tonson run avay, too. 

N<^, Eh ) Mounseer Townscnd ! who's he ? 

Mor. Oh ! by gar ! me no know j: me no vant to know. 
He comes here seven, two, tree time, and pull me out of 
my bed ; ^besides knock iny door down ; and no^v I will 
have him knock down, vou dam rascal ! you shall vash -. 
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him ven he come again, and I shall give yoa him to keep 
for ever, and lock him in your house. Monsieur Vash ; in 
your dam black hole, vere you live. 

Nap. Why, now you speak of it, mounseer, I think I 
knows the rasciJ. Isn't th'is here Townsend a wery ill- 
looking fellow ? 

Mor, Oh! tr^ maavais, trte mauvais, nasty fellow, 
great blaguard ; me never saw no man me lilce to see 
vbrse : he come here to inquire after his relation, ma foi I 
but me no be cozen in dat vay. I shall charge — by gar ! I 
shall charge— charge him vit you. Monsieur Vash. 

Nap. You can't do better : Til take care of him, moun- 
seer. 

Mor. Dat is right ; you need not be fear, I have been 
great g^u^ral, and I shall help you ; yes, ven they come 
I shall-. 
' Nap, Why, here they are— 

AJor. Get behind the door : you can lay avait till dey 
mention dere name, and den ve vill rush out togeder,break 
dere neck several times, stop dere mout very often, knock 
dem down, and lock dcm up. 

Nap- Good, very good, mounseer; Til do it. Away 
with you. [Eseum Morbleu irUo the house, Nap into bojf^ 

Enter Thompson and Rusty, foUowed by Trap and 

Wantem, X.. 

Thorn. Now, my good fellows, you know what yon have to 
do ; this is the house. 

Trap, Ay, ay, ve*rc fly, master. We will do the right, 
things depend on't 

Thorn- Insist on seeing the lady. 

Trap. Make your mind easy ; well riimmage her out. 

Thorn. Knock at the door at once and never fear but 
you'll be properly rewarded. Come, Rusty, let us look 
on. Stand aside, stand aside ! 

[Rutty and Thompson stated aside R. 

Trap. Now, Master Wantem, you tattle the tell-tale, 
and I'll open the business. 

Wani* Ay and I'll knock. [ Knocks at MorUeu*s door. 

Enter Morbleu, fifwn house. ^ 

Mar. Veil, vat yon vant ? Vat make you' here at such 
late hour, if I am so bold ? 

TVap. We've a €maU bit of bosiness with ycjxt moun* 
8oer. 
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Mar, [Aade^ Oui, diable ! and I have de small bit of 
bosiness vit you, by-aod-by. 

Trap, We're come about Muster Thompsou's affair. 

Mor, J thought it vas Mou8ieur Tonsou;; oui, and 
now you shall go to de diable. Veoez ici. Monsieur Vash, 
dis is Monsieur Tonson : knock him down— lock him up 
very often. 

■Nap* \^Bu6}mg out from box^ and seizing fFantem and 
TrapA So, I've got you at last, have 1 ? J*ll teach you to 
come knocking at people's doors at this time of night. 

Trap, Zounds ! watchy» what are you at ? Vou're on a 
wrong scent ; we're from the public office. 

Mor, But you shall no make von public office of my mai- 
son, ma foi. 

Trap. We're sent by Townsend. 

Nap* Ay, ay ; that's the name ; its all right. 

Trap, We've come about a gem man's relation — ^but I'll 
tell you the whole pedigree on it. 

Napm We knows all about it. Muster Townsend ; you 
mustn't come arter your relations here. 

Trap, Zounds 1 a'n't you awake ? 

Mor, Oui ; you take dam good care of dat. Monsieur 
Tonson : lock him up. 

Nap, Ay, ay ; to the watch*house with you. 

Rus, [Aside to Tfwm,'\ Lock him up ! I'll spare them 
that trouble with you, master ; come along. 

Thorn, But, Rusty — 

Hui* It's no use: safe bind, safe find. 

[Exit, forcing off Thomson^ r. 

Trap, But, I tell you, you don't understand the business. 

Mor, Nor roe no rant, Monsieur Tonsou. 

Nap* No, no, Muster Townsend. 

[Springs his rattle, which is answered outside, L.']i. 

Trap. Eh ! a surprise ! then here goes for a fair pair of 
heels, and the devil take the hindmost 1 

[TVop tr^ up Nap and Morbieu, R. and exit hastily 
-with fVantem ; Nap and Morbleu get up and folhw 
in pursuit^ rattles springmg.] 

SCENE lU^-^£xterior of the Sabkmih-e Hotel, in Leicester 
Square* Door in Flat, L, Rattles heard without, r. 

Enter Useful, hastHy, r. 
Use/, By those rattles, it would seem, the watchmen, 
that cursed Frenchman sent after me, are close at oiy 
heels. Its lucky I've reached my master's hotel, that i 

c 
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may get housed at once. [Rings the bell and knocks tf/o- 
lentfyJ] Here they come I • but they'll be disappointed for. 
ouce* ' [Ejnt into hotel. 

Enter Thompson and Rusty, hastily, 

IViom. Are we out of their reach. Rusty? Yes ; they've 
ta1(eu another direction, so we may stop and breathe a 
bit. 

' Ruu, It*A all my fault ; I shouldn't have let you stop 
out. I might have known no good could follow it. But, 
come, let us get home to bed. 

Thorn. 'Twill be of no use ; I shall not be able to sleep 
a wink. I must make another attempt it is now near 
- day-break ; I'll tlirow myself on a sofa for an hour or two, 
and the first thing in the morning we'll set off to this 
barber once more : as he only saw us in the dark, he'll 
not know us again ; and under pretence of getting dressed 
and shaved by him, I can sound the rascal, and, perhaps, 
pump the truth out of him. 

Rus, Pump the life out of him ! I would, if I had my 
will. 

Thorn. You must indulge me in this. Rusty, if you lock 
me up for a twelvemonth after it. 

Rw Well, well ; you always coax me over ; I'm the 
most tepder-hearted keeper in Christendom. Come along. 

l%om. Stay, who are these ? Stand aside. 

[Thompson and Rusty stand aside, R. 

Enter Tom Kino, Ardourly, and Useful, /^m the 

hotel 

T. King. Ha, ha, ha! old Thompson litde thinks how 
we are amusing ourselves at his expense. 

Thorn, What? [Aside. 

T. King, And so the Frenchman called for the watch, 
did lie? 

Thom^ * My expense— old Thompson— the watch !'— 
What does all this mean ? As I live, my graceless nephew ! 
Oh, oh! I see it all. [Aside. 

T, King, [Turning round and seeing Thomfnon and RuS" 
ty. Hallo ! what pair of antiquities are these ? From 
what curiosity-shop have they escaped ? 

Thorn. Oh ! you rascal. [To Ardourly. 

Ard. My uncle ! confusion ! I'm ruined ! how the devil 
shall T get off? [Aside. 

Thorn. You villain ! but V\lm^[Rattles heard without^ r.] 
Eh I they're coming, Rusty. [ExU, mth Rusty. 
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T, King. Ha, ha, ha ! Why t(he did boy's off like a shot ; 
he's getting into his second childhood ; frightened at the 
sound of a rattle. . 

Ard, 'Tis a lucky escape for me, faith ! he would not 
have gone off so* quickly, if he had known those watch- 
men were in pursuit of his |iopeful nephew. [Aside, 
T, King, We must carry on the war ; the old French- 
man shall have no rest till you have. We'll storm his 
castle again to-morrow night ; Thompson is the watch- 
word, love the object, Tom King the leader, and victory 
must follow. 

[Rattles heard nearer, u, Ejpeunt hastily , l, followed by 
Nap^ who crosses in pursuit, springing rattles, and 
crying, Stop 'em, stop 'em, stop 'em ! 

END OP ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I — Interior of Monsieur Morbleu*s Shop. Door 

in flat, R. 
Madame Bellegarde discovered, seated. Table, two 

chairs, and candle. 

Belle. Monsieur no return vit Mademoiselle Adolphine* 
How long de time does hang I Heigho ! in ma patrie, de 
hour alvays pass quick as de littel minute ; here it so dull 
and so cloudy, that pauvre Time can no see his vay ; but 
creep, creq>, creep, as slow as de old vash-a-man. [Knock 
without, R. D. in flat,"] O mis6ricorde ! me hope dat is no 
Monsieur Tonson dat come last night, come again. I 
shall no open de door till I know. Qui va 1^ ? vat is de 
knock dere ? 

- Mqr. [fnthout."] Ouvrez la porte — C'est moi, madame* 
. Belle. Monsieur himself. It all right — [Opens t/ie door."] 
— and mademoiselle, too ! quel bonheur ! 

Enter^onBLEv and Aimlphise, r. d. in flat. 

Trfes bien venu, mes amis. 

Mar. [c] Merci, madame — ^voilk nion enfant. We have 
reach home safe at last ! Vou never shall go out by your- 
self to sell your drawing, unless you are alone, never no 
more, if you no like. 

^dol. IR.] Indeed, sir, I have but too gortd cause for ap- 
prehension ! the horrid attack^made on me this morning !-* 

Mor. Ah I by dat dam Monsieur Tonson I Diable \ be 

c2 
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one peste ; lie not content vit come and call me up all 
night, but he return de first ting to^ay to be dress and 
shave. Me hope he vill no come again to-night. 

Belle, [l.] Sans doute, it vaa some pauvre maniac. Vou 
see his keeper took him avay par violence ! 

il/or. Keeper or no keeper, I vish he vould keep avay 
from me, mon Dieu ! But you are mistake, madame : dis 
Monsieur' Touson is sent by de Convention to kill us, 
because ve are friend to de grand monaixiue and de an- 
cien regime ! 

Belle, Mis^ricorde ! Ve must be very much careful. 

Mor. I shall not Open de door, never, nor go any vere 
in all de vorld, at all, vithout you, madame ! dat if dis 
Monsieur Tonson should kill lis, we may be vitness for 
one anoder to get him hang. 

^dol. How much longer, my generous benefactor, am I 
to trespass on your bounty ? Is there no clue by which I 
can discover my parents ? 

Mor, None dat I know of, ma foi ! Ven de revolution 
broke out. de Marquis de Courcy, mon grand ami, send 
for me to de Conciergerie, vere he vas vait to be guillotine, 
commit you to my care as uu pauvre orpheline dat belong 
k sn famille ; charge me to take you to England, and bring 
you up ; give me de trinket and de letter dat I give you, 
and finish de sad tale by having his head chop off de next 
day dat vas to come ! 

j4do!. And did he not reveal the name of my parents ? 

Mor, No ; he no tell me vat vas your pfere, nor vat vas 
your m^re. He tell me he call you Adolphiue de Courcy, 
and prize you as de last of his muson. 

^dol. Unhappy man ! Unhappy Adolphine ! 

Mor, It great misfortune certainment ; but ponrqnoi 
yoa grieve ? I protect you. You no vant fader nor inoder 
vile I live, and though wenomuch rich, dis g^u^reuse na- 
tion never suffer even her enemy to vant, but relieve de 
people in distress von day, dey kill very much in de battle 
de next. But come, it is now souper time, and ve vill 
go to bed ; for I am von very great deal sleepy, and must 
dormir for to night and last night all togeder. Veuez, ma 
ch^re Adolphine ; venez, madame ; ve vill go and get our 
souper. [EoeeunL 

SCENE l\,^Exterior of Morbleu*a shop* 
Enter Tom Kinq and Ardourly, r. , 
T. King, The sly old fox thinks he's got the young chick 



SCENE 11.] MONSIEUR TONSON. f9 

all to himself ; but he's mistliken» and so is madame Part- 
lett, the hen ; well soon draw them oat of their coop : 
yes, uow to begin our' holy work for the evening--- 
** Thompson's Night Thouglits.* 
Ard* And do you think It will be of any avail? 
7\ King. I do ; but if we fail again, in attempting to 
- effect an entrance, in their very teeth, we must resort to 
. stratagem. I have a scheme already prepared, that must 
succeed : vive la bagatelle I 

Ard, Thou art a strange genius. Thy godfathers mis- 
took when they christened thee Tom King ; they should 
• have named thee Joe King, for such thou ever art : I trust 
all to thee. 

7*. King, You shall not be disappointed. Now, then, 
for a coaxing, insinuating piece of street-door eloquence, 
that shall draw this old Frenchman through a deal board. 
I'm acquainted with every species of knock, from the single 
tap of the dun to the thundering lom, torn — ^tom, torn, 
tom — torn a rom*a-tom-toni ! of tihe fashionable footman. 
Mark this : [Knocks at Morbleu*s door.'] — I hear somebody ; 
they are waiting for us. Hush ! if J can trust my ears, 
monsieur and his rib are disputing which shall come first : 
. worthy souls ! they're so anxious to receive us : listen ! 

Mor* [fFUhinA Pardonnez moi, madame, de marchio- 
ness always rank before de g^n^ral. 

Belle. {fFithin.'l Non, de.g^u^ral alvays go first, de 
femipe go vit de baggage^ 

Mor. [H^Uldn.'] Ve vil split de difference and go side by 
. side : you shall unlock de bolt while i unbolt de lock.--.- 
.Now, madame. 

[Tihe door opens, amd Morbleu and Madame Bellegarde 

appear.^ 
T.King. Serviteur, madame. Your most obedient, 
monsieur. Pray, can you inform me if one Mr. Thomp- 
. son lodges here ? 

Mor. By gar, 'tis Monsieur Tonson come again ! Rascal ! 
villain ! get from ray sight ! get from my door ! I shall be 
hang for }ouat vonce, and kill you outright, if you no go. 
Oh ! dat I. had mj regiment here> to charge you vit dere 
bayonet I 

T. King. It would be of no use, my good friend ; in the 

• performance of my duty, an army wouldn't turn me. I 

have a sacred trust to execute in finding out Mr. Thomp- 

. son, and all your threats will be of no avail. I am<»n- 

viuced he is in your house. 

c 3 
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Mor* He is no in my house, I say. By gar, heis no in 
my house. Sur mon honneur, he Is no in ray house* 

T» King* That we must ascertain in person. We must 
search your house. 

Alor. Vat ! doubt my honneur ? search my maison.? i 
dat have been great g^n^ral ? Sacrebleu ! i vill be revenge. 
Dere is no Monsieur Tonson here. I know no Monsieur 
Tou&oii. My housekeeper, who vas great marchioness, 
know dere is no Monsieur Tonson here. 

Belle. Non, non ; monsieur is right : dere is no Mon- 
sieur Tonsou here. 

1\ King. We must fulfil our duty : 'tis painful to us to- 
il/or. You shall no search my maisou. 

T, King, But necessity — 

Mor, Keep at von distance. 

Belle* You shall no come in. 

T, King, We must not stand on ceremony, my good 
friend, so I shall take the liberty to— 

Mor. Shut the door in your face, ma foi. 

[^Exeunt Alorbleu and Madame Bellegarde, shutting 
the dnor in their faces, just as they are on the point 
of effecting an entrance!] 

T' King, Ha, ha, lia ! fairly shut out, by Jove ; the 
portcullis let down just as we'd crossed the bridge. Is 
Useful in waiting ? 

Ard, He is at the Sabloni^e. 

T, King, Now, then, for stratagem.* During the day 
I took the liberty of furnishing myself with an impression 
of Monsieur's street-door key, in wax; a skilful black- 
smith has made me one accordingly. 1 will now go and 
instruct Useful how to get the old Frenchman out, by some 
plausible story ; he once out, we'll slip in, and while you 
improve the moments with miss, I'll make love to, the old 
woman. 

Ard, This, indeed, promises something ; only let me 
have an opportunity of expressing my passion to the dear 
girl, of proving my disinterestedness, my sincerity, and 
f am happy. 

T, King, Allons \ my boy, it shall be done' : we'll about 
it instantly \ au revoir, monsieur ! [Exeunt^ a. 

Enter Morbleu and Madame Bellegarde, creeping oau- 

tiituslpfrom the House, 

Mor, Prenez garde, madame. Oh ! it is all right ; dat 
dam Monsieur Touson is go avay. By gar, i.e is von fan- 
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t6me ; but vc vill lay him : you shall put von pail of vater 
in de garret vindow, find veu he come again re vill drown 
him for von vitch. 

Belie. Oui, and den ve shall know vich von he is. 

Mor. Tr^ bien, tr^ bien ; ve vill lay and vait for him 
togeder in de garret, madame, and he shall find it never 
raiD> but it pour vater ; dis vay» madante. ' 

[Ea*emt ceremoniously y into the hmue. 
Enter TH0MPSoK0»d Rusty, t. 

But, Well, well ; on condition tliat you stand on one 
8ide,.aDd don't interfere, I have no objection to another 
application being made to this old mounseer, but it must 
be all left to me; you shall see how Til manage thhigs. 
If I don't obtain something satisfactory, Til give you leave 
to lock me up all the rest of my days, only you keep out of 
the way. 

Thorn. rU not meddle, though I should like to have a 
hand in it. [Belires, L. s. k. 

Bus, You shall see howihe Frenchman will shower his 
information on me, directly I apply. Are you quite out of 
the way ? ' 

T/iom. Yes. 

Bu9, Then Til commence operations. 

[Knocks at Morbleu's door, Morbleu tooks out of win- 
dow.} 

Mor, Vat is dere ? Vat you vant, sare ?. 

Bus. ril open the affeir at once. {Aside,"] 1 come from 
Mr. Tliompson, about Mrs. Thompson, or Miss Thomp- 
son, whichever it is you are keeping so snugly here. 

Mor. Vat, Madame Tonson come as veil as Monsieur 
Tonson? and Mademoiselle Touson, too! Diable! ve shall 
have Maitre Tonson and de Whole famille of de Tonsons 
next. Me fear von pail of water vill not be half enough ; 
I must get de New River cock turn on. [Asidf. 

Belle, [At windour^ peeping over Morbleu*s shoulder,] Vou 
are von great story, sare. Monsieur here keep no Ma- 
dame Tonson, no Mademoiselle Tonson ; he keep no vo- 
man but me and Mademoiselle Adolphine. 

Mor. Non ; madame is right : I keep no voman but 
dem ; dere is no Tonson here, as I tell you before. 

Bus, Come, come, this won't do ; I am not to be sent 
off with such an answer as this. 

Mor, Non ? den , by gar, 1 must answer you in von oder way. 

Bus. I knew Ishould get something more from him. 

[Asidei 
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Mor. Bnt first, permettez-inoi ask von question, sare ^ 
Avez-Tous had your souper ? 

Bus. Supper ? No, to be sure I haven't 

A/oA Den I shall give you sometlilng by vay of von vet, 
to stay your stomach till you have. Dere, Monsieur Ton- 
son^ take dat. [Throws water on Rusty- 
[Esevnt Thompson and Rusty, hastily y calimg out 
" Murder," Sec l.] 
Enter MoRBLEU^/Vom the House* 

Mor* Ha, ha, ha ! dat dam Monsieur Tonson has got 

•von duck for his souper. Qui, oui ; he has had de vater, 

and now he vill vish for de fire, so I shall give him von 

varm reception de next time he goes to come. Vere is 

Monsieur Vash ? Monsieur Vash I 

Enter Nop, R. 

Nap* Here 1 am, mounseer ; but if s not my hour, yet. 

Afor. Vere is your great big blunderbuss f 

Nap. At home. 

Mor, You shall go and fetch it, load it vit powder and 
littel pea, so dat it may not kill nobody, den go up and 
keep vash in my garret, and ven dis Monsieur Tonsou 
come again, shoot hijn, and make him all over plum- pud- 
ding ; dese Angloia like dat. Oui ; you shall pepper him 
all over, for vqn seasoning ; he has de duck, now he shall 
have de pea. 

Nap. rii take care he shall smell powder, mounseer ; 
but I mustn't go off my beat in this coat i I'll put it iu my 
.box till I come back. 

Mor. Do ; dere is de key of de street-door ; you can let 
.yourself in, ven you come back, and take your post in de 
garret, venever you lil[e. 

Nap. That won't be long, my cellar isn't fai* off. 

iPuUs qyhis watchman's coat, puts U into his box, and 

exit, L.] 

Mor. Dat settled, I can have some sleep vonce n^iore ; 
for I am veiy large sleepy. \^Exit in house, l. 

Enter Useful, r. 

Use/, " Wheedle the old Frenchman out !" hang him, 
he*s just gone in ; but I must obey my instructions. 
IKnocks.^ Now for a good round lie. [^Knocks agauu] 
Zounds ! the Frenchman won't come. 

Mor. [!/f 6ov0.J It no do. Monsieur Tonson : you have 
change your habit for no purpose at all. I shall not come 
down. You had better call again in vou half hour as shall 
come. 
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U^f* My dear frieod, you entirely mistake; I come 
from uo Mr. Tonson ; I don't linow any such person ; I 
come for you ; you are wanted at court immediately. 

Mor, Court ? By gar, den Louis le Desir^ has sent for 
me to be shave. Qui, oni ; I will come down directly ; 
anything to make my way to de court 

{Exit from the windoio. 

Uief. He bites : " Court"— Yes, he shall go to St. Mar- 
tin*8-court, and there 1*11 leave him. There never ^as such 
a fellow as Useful : my master nmer had Useful's felloWt 
Enter Morbleu, yVom the Howe. 

Mor, Now, sare, I am here all ready — tout prfet. 

Use/, Ready to pray, Monsieur ? Nonsense 1 are you 
ready to walls ? because, if you are, allons ! for we haven*t 
a minute to lose. 

3ior. Oh I oui, certainement : apr^ vous, monsieur. 

Use, D— ft ceremony ! This way, this way I [Exetmt. 

Enter Tom Kino and Ardourly, r. 

T, King, There they go ; the old fox Is bagged. Now, 
tibeo, to try if the locksmith's daughter is true to us. Here's 
a clear coast and a fair opportunity. [Opentthe door,] Yes, 
if 8 all right, the door is open ; love invites yon ; ^e Ru- 
bicon lies before you ; you have only to cross it and be 
happy, you dog. 

^rd. Ten thousand tiianks 1 but you — 

T, King, On second thoughts, I'll keep watch without 
here, to guard against surprise. In with you. Where can 
I conceal myself ? Eh ? Zounds I this watcfa-'box, is there 
anybody in it ? What's here ? A watch- coat, rattle, and 
lanthorn. Where's the owner? Tempus fttgit ! ay, and 
the chronicler of time hath flown, too. As he has deserted 
his post, I'll make bold to talce it. [Dresses himself in Nap's 
epat, (§[€,'] Now, then, I'm as a good a watchman as any 
Charley among them.-*-'' Past ten o'clock and a star-light 
morning !" 

[Exeunt Tom King into the teateh-box, and Ardourly 
into the house i the former crying the hour gro' 
tesquely,] 

SCENE in.— An Apartment in the House of MorUeu. 

Enter Adolphine, r« 
Adol, Why am I unprotected thus ? Few, fond memo- 
rials of parents beloved, though unknown, what ho|>e 
have I from thee ? Dear nameless image of a mother s 
beauty ! [Looking at a miniature which she takes from her 
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boiom.] Brief records of a father's love ! [Looking at lettersJ] 
the danger that forbade tlie hazard of a name before, for 
exer shuts out all disclosure noiv, and I must still live od, 
hopeless, joyless, Isinless, friendless \ 

Ardourly appears, stealing in t, door in flat. 

Ard. Not so, sweet girl : here, at thy feet, kneels one 
who woufd be friend, kin, ally to thee* 

AdoL Ha ! rash youth ! what brings 'you here at this 
untimely hour ? How did you gain admittance ? Surely 
I have not been betrayed ? 

Ard. Banish your fears ; I cannot live without you. 
As a proof of my sincerity, I will this moment conduct you 
to the altar. 

Adol, For heaven's sake, sir ! I conjure you, leare me. 
Should you be discovered here, and at this hour, how 
would the world 

, Ard. I must carry her .off by a coup de maiu. ' At 
lovers' perjuries.' [Aside.] You alarm yoursdf unneces- 
sarily. Your guardiatk sanctions. Bay, has desired this 
visit ; he has obtained tidings of your parents — 

Adol. Ah ! of my pai*ents. Oh ! where is he ? 

Ard. He has sent me hither, purposely to conduct you 
to him ; this key is witness of my veracity. 

Adot. Fortunate, unlooked-for occurrence ! I little 
thought the messenger that called my guardian out just 
now, was one of so much joy. Let us not lose a mo- 
ment 

Ard. She's mine, she's mine ! this note will prevent all 
unnecessary alarm. [ Throws a note vpon the table, unper^ 
ceived by Adolphme.'] This way, this way, my charmer ! 

[Exeunt door inflate l. 
Enter MkDtiME Bellegardb, b. 

BeUe. Vere mon infant Adolphiue, that she no come for 
her souper ? Vat do I see ? If I can believe my eyes, I see 
her not liere; and vat mean this papier? [Reads.'\ " Ven 
next you behold vonr vard, she vill be de maitresse of de 
bouse of Tonson. Mon Dieu ! de pauvre child is gone ; 
dat Monsieur Tonson has take her> Oh i mis^ricorde ! vat 
a dark night is dis. — ^Vere Monsieur Morbleu ? Pauvre en* 
faut^ pauvre enfant ! Monsieur ! Monsieur ! [Emt K,calSng. 

SCENE ly^— Exterior of Norbleu's House 
Tom Kino in Nap's Coat, ^c./i-om ff^atchhouse, 
T. King. ** Past ten o'clock^ and a gas-light nigbt \** 
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* . " * 

Airs quiet yet [Peeps fit the iioor.] Eh ! here lie comes, 
and uot without his errand. He has stormed the fort» aud» 
now soldier-like, is retreating with his baggage. 

£nter Ardourly, /rom the House, bearing Adolpuine. , 

j^rd, [AHde to* King.'] I've succeeded: she's mioe. 
This way, sweet girl ! thisjvay. [ExUy R. 

T. King. Mum ! he's carried her off safe enough. 
Somebody coming ; Til into my box. \_ExU into the box. 

Enter Nap, with a blunderbuss^ i.. 

Nap. There ; I've loaded it just enough to leave its 
mark behind ; one mustn't go to kill nobody. Where's 
the key, that I may take my post in the garret and wait for 
tills Mr. Towntiend ; he shall nap the contents of this, di- 
rectly he knocks at the door, as sure as my name is Char- 
ley. I «hall have plenty of time to cry the hour by-and- 
by. [Unlocks the door, and enters Morblet/s house. 

T. King. [From the bos.] Hum ! it's lucky I staid. 
"Beware of spring- guns r' Egad ! here's a customer fbr 
him. As I live, ^e old Fiienchman ; snug's the word : I 
smell mischief. 

Unter Morbleu, l. 

Mor. Diable ! dat it should be all von hoax at last Dat 
dam Monsieur Tonson is down at de bottom of all. I am 
so vex> dat I could almost shoot myself for de chagrin. I 
will get my bed. [Going to knock, draws back.] Stay, vere 
is Monsieur Nap ? he may mistake, and shoot me for dis 
Tonson. 
. 7*. King. Past twelve o'clock ! 

Mor. Oh ! he is dere in his box ; it is all comme il faut. 
[Knocks at the door.} Madame ! Madame Bellegarde ! 

Nap. [Above.] Ay, ay. Master Townsend ; you black- 
guard, t^e that ; I'm guard here. [Fires at Morbleu. • 

Mor. Oh I by gar, I am murder ! I am kill I Dat damn 
Monsieur Tonson ! 

Nap. Eh ! zounds ! what have I done ? I've shot Moun-» 
seer Powder-blue ! here's a business. 

Tom King, /rom the box, 

T. King. Ha, ha, haf It's high time for me to be off. 

[Pulls off Nap* i coat, and exit, toughing, R* 
[Exit Morbleu, hastily, l. Nap and Madame Belles- 
garde, at th^ windows of the House, holding up th^r 
hands in astonishment.'] 
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SCENE v.— ^ Room in the Elephant and Castle, New- 

ington. 

Etiter Snap and JFditers, preparing thejioom, r. The Two 
fVaiters bring on a Table and 1\do Chairs, and exit, l- 

Snap* Now, boys, bustle about, the coaches will be 
coming in soon : all stop at the Elephant and Castle, you 
know. Get the room ready for passengers. 

Ftp, [mthout,!..] Waiter! Waiter! 

Snap. This way, sar ! this way ! this is the parlour. 

Enter FiP, l. 

Fip. Has there been a French lady here, inquiring for 
Mr. Fip, or Mr. Assignat? 

Snap, No, sar. 

Fip. Then the Dover coach has not come in yet ? 

Snap. Not yet, sar. 

Fip. I shall be in the way when it does. 

Snap. Very well, sar. [Exit, L. 

Fip. Who the deuce is the French lady, my master, old 
Assignat, has sent ''me to meet? Some nun, I think he 
says, coming from Calais ; to take refuge in the convent 
at Hammersmith, I suppose. Tm to give her this letter, 
and talce her to our chambers in Paper-buildings ; de tout 
mon agar. No lawyer's clerk in the kingdom is more au 
fait at anything of this kind than I am, or cuts a better 
figure, I flatter myself, on eighteen shillings a-week, than 
I do. Well, rU go and look at the paper till the coach 
oomes in. [Exit, &. 

Enter Snap, shelving in Morbleu, l. 

Sm^' This way, sar; this is the parlour, sar; plenty 
of coaches — Brighton, Dover, Hastings — ^any where you like 
to go to, sar* 

Mor. Begar, I like to go anyvere, vere I no meet vit dat 
dam Monsieur Tonson, Oh 1 my pauvre back ! I am all 
pepper and fright. 

Snap. As you've not made up your mind where you'd 
please to go, have you made up your mind what you'd 
please to take, sar ? 

Aior. Eh !* bien — ^ah I j'ai trte grand faim. I shall take 
von pork schop. 

Snap. Pork shop ' don't think there's* any to let about 
thia neighbourhood, sar. 
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jl/or. Nonsense ! yon make de grand mistake** 

8n(tp» A steak ? very well, sar. . 

Alor, V^ell, a steak vill do very veil, sare I and vaiter — 

Snap* Steak and water — have 'em directly, sar ^ one on 
the tire now. Gookey, dish up that steak, with a glass 
of water, for the foreign geutlemaa here. [CalRng off^ B. 

Enter Fip, r. 

Ftp, Well, waiter, coach come in yet, eh ? 

Snap* No, sar. 

Fip, Hum ! then I must amuse myself as well as I cao 
till it does. Have you any books of any kind ? any of the 
poets ? We lawyers* clerks always patronize the poets ; 
best judges in the world ! 

Snap, Our bar-maid has, I believe, sar: VW get you one 
directly. [Exit r. Fip takes a chair ^ and sits in centre* 

Mor, Vat vil pauvre Madame Bellegarde do now I leave 
my shop ? though she grande Marchioness, she must go to 
the vorkhouse, ma foi ! and Mademoiselle Adolphine, 
pauvre enfant ? {Sits doiwnjU tablCf l. 

Enter Snap, with steak and water^ r. 

Snt^>» Your steak, sar. [To Morbleu* 

RIor, Trte bon gar^ou — I am very faint, so I shall 
take a 

Snc^, Glass of water, sar. [Putting it down, 

Mor, Veil, I may have vorse ting, so I shall make myself 
content vid dis. 

Fip, , Well, waiter, where's my book ? 

Mot, Now for von nice piece. [Cutting thestealu 

Snap. Beg your pardon, sar, here it is. 

Ftp, Ha ! what have we here ? ** The Seasons." My 
old favourite, lliomson 1 

Mor. Vat! [Dropping Ms kni/e and fork.'] Tonson ! 

Fip, Yes, Thomson ; don't you admire him ? 

Mor, Monsieur Tonson here? Mou Dieu! den he is 
every where ; at home, and abroad, and every place in de 
vorld beside. I have leave my maison for him : I have 
leave my shop, my boutique for him, and now he make me 
leave de country and my steak for him. Oh 1 Monsieur 
Tousou I Monsieur Tonson ! [Going, L. 

/VjD. Stay, sir, here is some mistake. 

St»ap. Pray, sar ; you've forgot the steak. 

Voice without: (l.) Dover coach I That way, ma*am, 
yoa'U find the gemmao there.— [J/orMrUj ith attempting t9 
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depart hasiHy^t runt against Mrs. Thompson, who is ettter^ 
Mg at that moment f preceded by a fFaiter, l.] 

ff^ait. A room for Mrs. Thompson here. [E,vit, r. 

Mor. Diahle ! Je vous demande mille pardons, madame ; 
but dat dam Monsieur Tonson — 

• Afrs. T, A countryman, and pronouncing the name of 
Thompson ! Can you give me any information of Mr. 
Thompson, sir ? 

Mor. Eh, diable! Again ! 

Ftp. My dear sir, I regret that the name of our immortal 
Thomson— 

Mor. Immortal, by gar! he is immortal, for dere never 
Till be not any end to him : he come at all seasons. 

Ftp. Yes ; his Seasons are his noblest worlc. In spite of 
your diflliice, sir, you must allow me to say, I thinl£ hia 
death was a great loss to the country. 

Mor. Dead ! Vat is Monsieur Tonson dead ? 

Mrs. T, If it is of Mr. Thompson you are speaking, sir ; 
1 believe there is but too little doubt on that subject. 
- F^. No doubt at all, ma'am ; I could convince you of It 
in a minute. 

Mor, Den I viil go back to my shop again. Ha, ha, ha ! 

I am so glad. Bon jour, madame, bon jour, monsieur'^- 

Monsieur Tonson dead ! tla, ha ! lira la, lira la I 

[iS'ri^i.] ' Monsieur Tonson is dead ! Monsieur Tonson is 

dead f 

Monsieur Tonson is dead ! he is very dead indeed ! 

[EjFtt, L. singing to the air o/** Marlbrook." 

Mrs. T. Very strange, that the death uf my husband 
should excite such joy in a countryman. 

Ftp* You come from Calais, I presume ? 

Mrs. T. I do, Sir. 

^Fip. This letter, Jthen^ will explain every thing. 

Mrs. T. [Reading.] " Madame, agreeably to your in- 
structions from Paris, through Monsieur Dupin, I have 
caused advertisements to be inserted in the newspapers, offer^ 
ing a reward for any information on the subject of your hus- 
band's death, hitherto without tffect. Respecting the young 
lady. Miss Adolphine de Courcy, whom you inquire about, I 
have discovered that she lives at the house of a Monsieur 
Morbleu, a peruqwer, in the Seven Dials, whither my clerk 
wiU wait to couduct you, as also to the residence of your hum- 
ble servant, Louis Assionat. — Paper Bidldings, Aug. 24, 
^ 96." Let me not lose a moment in clasping the dear child 
An my armp. 
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Ft/>. V\\ couduct you thither instantly, madam* This 
way, this way ; fine woman, '])on my veracity. [JUxeunt^ l 

SCENE VI — Exterior of MorMet^s House. 

Enter Morbleu, singing, " Monsieur Tonsonis dead, Sj^e." 

Mor, Ha, ha ha! I viil open my shop again. [Opens 
the shutters. "] Madame, Madame Bellegardel [Knocks. 

£nterMADAMKBELLEGARUE,fivm House. 

£mhra.ssez, embrassez, madame, Mom»ieurTonson is dead I 

Belle, Oh ! mon Dieu ! est-il possible, monsieur ? 

Mor. (c.) Qui! ouii madame; it is all true enough^ 
Monsieur Tonson is dead as de nail door, and vill never 
trouble as again. Ve shall live in great clover now, and 
sleep as quiet as the night long. So ve vill go in and have 
de littel drop of vite liqueur, dat dese Anglois call Geneva, 
and drink confusion to Monsieur Tonson. [Sings.'] 
** Monsieur Tonsou is dead." 

Belie. If we bad but Mademoiselle Adplphine here, 
monsieur — ' 

Jifor. N'importe, n'importe i she shall not be lose ; de 
bellman shall run after her very hard to-morrow. Come, 
madame. , [Exeunt into the home, singing and dancing. 

Enter Tom Kino, l. 

T. King. Ha ! here's the scene of frequent mirth. My 
poor old Frenchman. I wonder if hc*s at home. Egad f . 
I'll knock and see. [Knocks. '^ 

MoBBLEU and Bellegabdb appear at the door, singing. 

' Mor. Veil, sare ; you vant to be shave ? ^ 
T. King. Mounseer himself, as I live I Pray, sir ;. does 

one Mr. Thompson live here ? 
Mor. Got dam ! Here Monsieur Tonson come again. I 

am paralize ! 
Belle. Out, monsieur dead, and dis is his ghost I 

Enter Ardourly and Adolpbikb. 

Adol. My word is pledged ; unravel the mystery of my 
birth, and that moment my hand is yours. 

Ard. I swear it I 'You are my cousin : these letters 
which you have shewn me, as the only relic of your father, 
are in the writing of my uncle ; the initials, too, corres- 
pond : P. T. — Peregrine Thompson. 
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Mor, Two Monsieur Tonsons! I am tunder-strack. 
BeUe, Dis is de Monsieur Touson dat steal off mademoi- 
selle ! 

T. King, Jac^ Ardnurly ! 

Ard* Tom King ! Congratulate me. 

Enter Rusty and Thompson, the latter wUh a newspaper. ^ 

Thorn* I don't care, Rusty, this is my wife's advertise- 
ment, and I will answer it in person. Ha ! here is the 
Frenchman himself. Now, Sir, Mr. Thompson is not dead. 
I am Mr. Thompson, and demand my wite. 

Mor, Tree Monsieur Touisona! Moa Dieu ! dere is no 
end of dem. Your vife is no here, I tell you ; your vife is— 
Enter Fip and Mas. Thompson, b* 

Ftp, This way, madam ; this is Monsieur Morbleu. 

Mrs, T. Then, sir, you will resolve me at once. My 
name is Thompson. 

Mor, Four Tonsons ! De vorld is at von end ! 

[Faints in Madame Bellegard^a arms. 

Mrs, T. \ come to claim my child, my Adolpnine.' 

Adot, Ah ! my mother ! [Embraces ber. 

Thorn, Rusty, it must he — :t is.^my wife. 

Mrs, T, My husband! my child I [Embrace, 

Bus. Found his wife ! then he won't want me to lock 
him up. 

Thorn. Ardourly — ^nephew, you have lost a fortune. 

Ard. But 1 have gained a wife, sir, by this discoveiy, and 
I am happy. 

T. King, [Crosses to c."| I see your hearts are too full 
for method. Let us in, and mutually explain these seem* 
ing n^steries. Mr. Thompson has found a wife and daugh- 
ter ; they have fcmnd a husband and a father ; Ardourly 
has found a bride ; Monsieur Morbleu has found out his 
persecutors ; but will, 1 trust, with the kind permission 
of our friends, have ample cause to bid our Monsieur Ton- . 
son welcome, and gently whisper — Come again. [Exeunt. 

DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

, Tom K.. Mrs. T,, Thomp. 
Fip, Adolph., Jack a., Mor., Bel., Rusty. 

R.] [l. . 

THE END. ^ 
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REMARKS. 



ff If the chronology of Chalmers be correct, the '< Comedy of 
^ Errors" stands second <m the list of Shakspeare's dramatic pro- 
^ dactions, being written in the year 1591. For, after diligently 
examining, anq comparing the various authorities that would de* 
prive Pericles' of tlie honor of being considered as tHe work of 
Shakspeare, we feel no hesitation in setting it down as bis first 
dramatic essay ; indeed, it bears sufficient internal evidence te 
establish the tact, independent of every other ; — and tlie balance 
of documentary testimony, and even oi conkcture^ is in favour of 
the conclusion* The question has already *Deen so ably disputed", 
that, were this the place, we should not ne tempted to revive it« 
In . ^ Pericles," as m the ^' Comedy of Errors,^ there is Shak- 
speare in every scene : not in all the plenitude of his ripened 
genius, but certainly ^ving promise of Uiose wonderful powers 
that were t6 render his name celebrated to the end of time. 

The ^ Comedy of Errors" is founded on the Menaechmi of 
Piautus ; but Shakspeare has greatly improved upon his model. 
The sticklers for the vmties will find in this drama no bone to 
pick. If tlie English has excelled tlie Roman Poet in the hi^s^her 
qualities of dramatic composition, he has also emulated him in a 
strict adherence to the unities of action,' time, and place. 

Both Rits<Hi and Steevens have been unwarrantably severe on 
this Comedy. They complain of inequalities ; and Steevens 
dc^pnatically assigns the entire play to some previous writer, 
g^vii^ to Shakspeare the almost negative merit of retouching and 
polishing the scenes. In reading over the c<>mments of this 
plausible critic, and very singular man, we have oflen felt disposed 
to question the sincerity of his admiration for the genius of Shak- 
speare. He abounds so much in mlllicious wit, sly insinuation, 
and equivocal censure— 'Witness his strictures on ^ Hamlet," 
and his comments on that gldrious passage : — ^ 

" The man that hath not music in his soul, Ac. Ac." 

and innumerable othel: instances, that we are certain his ambition 
was more to perpetuate the ingenuity of the commentator, than 
to illustrate the beauties of the poet. 

Mrs.Incl)baid has a string or phrases to express her opiijAon 
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of the impossibility of the story. ^^Tfie Ghtrnt in <« Hamlet^** 
Witcht9 in «( Macbeth/' and Moruter in the «« Tempest," seem 
all like events in the cmnmon course of nature, when compered 
to those which take place in this drama !** Mrs. Inchbald is 
never more at fault than when she remarks on the Writing;s of 
Shakspeare^ wMch we firmly believe, hke most of her prede- 
cessors, she never studied l^yiond the part assigned to her on the 
stage. If the drama is to be judged by the rules of probability, 
very man^ of it's noblest pnMuctions 6hall not escape censure. 
The incidents in this play are improbable — ^perhaps impos- 
sible— * 

** There needs no ghost oome firom the grave 
" To tell ui Hhair 

But tj^e author's Intention was to excite mirth, whjch he has 
done in a very extraordinary deg^ree, by tjie mistakes arising from - 
the supposed resemblance between the two AjU^^iolUeg^ and the 
iwo Vromioa, The inpidents succeed each other in such rapid 
succession, that the attentbn is kept contiaui^lly awake ; and if 
tliey bear a nearer alliance to farce than to comedy, it is the farce 
that sparkles with wit, humour, and character, highly origin^ 
^d euiiUrating. 

The language— allowing for interpolations, which are to be 
found in ou his productiops — is Shakspeare's from beginning to 
.end. The jokft, the quibblesi the *^lpng hobbling verses" that 
so much offended the legal and critical ears of the learned 
Blackstooe I There is abundance of drollery in tlies^ limping col- 
loquies between the two Dromioa : and, though we are not so 
infatuated as to say that they kobUe no more than verses should 
hobblie — as a zealous patriot once declared that Wilkes aquint&i 
not a bit more than a gentleman skould squint ;r»we know not any 
author that preceded Shakspeare, to whom we can fidrly assiga 
so rich a fund of genuine humour. It wil} be recollected, that 
this drama is teamd on the list of Shakspeare's productions} 
and, if we refer to the specimens of (/oggrel vene tnat preceded 
and accompanied the era of the '^ Comedy of Errors," we may. 
reasonably presume that Shakspeare adopted a species of rhyme 
tb^t had DMome highly popular in the plowns of that period, and 
which, when in the mouths of such actors as Tarleton and 
Kemjpe, was productive of the broadest merriment. Let any one 
at alfacquainted witli the manner o£ Shakspeare, re^id the dia- 
logue" at the end of the 2nd scene in the 3ra act, net ween Anti- 
vSolie ^ Syracut^ and Dromio <f Syracuse; and then ask if 
interna] evidence of the master's hand be not 

— ; ** Confirmation strong, 

" As proofs of holy writ** 

The sericwsparts of this drama are exceedingly InBtttiful. Th« 
ehmcter of .Mgtony the fiiUhsr of the twnbraCMny is draim by 
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a hand iamiliar wkh eiYerr chord of hnnuaiiity. There \b some- 
thing jpecoKariy' gnweAii io tha opening^ of this {^ay. The 
pathetic narrative of the shipwreck , the ImMul humour of the 
succeeding scenes, and the affecting close, are admirably diver- 
sified. It was the delight of Sliakspeare to excite a variety of 
emotions— to chasten our most exuberant mirth with a feeling of 
melancholy: and when the heart beat high with emotion, to 
ailbrd it relief^' by some unexpected transition. Contemplating 
this play as one of his earliest productions, .can we say tnat he 
ever afterwards excelled this pathetic exclamation of jEgeon to 
Anttpholia of Epkeaus 9 

** Oh, grief hath diang'd me since you 9aw me last f 
** And careful houn* with time's deforming hand* 
*' Have written strange defeatures in my face. 
" But tell me yet— dost thou not know ray voice ? 

" Not know my voice ? Q, time's extremity ! 
" Hast thou so crack'd and spUtted my poor tongue 
'* In seven short years, that here my only son 
*' Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
" Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
** In sap-oonsuming winter's drizzled snow, 
*' And all the conduits of my blood froze up, 
" Yet hath my night of life some memory, 
" My wasting lamp, some fading glimmer left. 
" AU these old witnesses — I cannot err — 
" Tell me, thou art my son, Antipholis.** 

The character of the La^ Abbess is in the same tone of 
elevated feeling. It would almost seem that Sbakspeare, anti- 
cipatii^ the cavils of his future commentators, had set a seal on 
hifl writings, beyond tkeir power to efface ! The following de- 
scription of a jealous woman says every thing that can be said 
upon the subject. 

" The venmn'd clamours of a jealous woman 

" Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth ! 

'* It seems his sleeps were hitider'd by thy railing, 

*< And therefore comes it, that his head is light ^ 

'* Thou say'st his meat was sauc'd with thy upbraidings ; 

** Unquiet meals make ill digestions ; 

" Thereof the raging fire of fever's bred : 

'* And what is fever, but a fit of madness ? 

'* Thou say'st his sports were hindei'd with thy brawls ; 

*' Sweet recreation ban'd, what doth ens^e 

" 8ut moody, mopish, and dull melancholy, 

" Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ? 

'* And at her beds, a huge infectious troop 

'* Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life .* 



REMARKS.' 

** The ocMisequenoe is, then, thy jealousies 

** Have scar'd thy husband from his better sense." 

The actingr of this comedy was very satisfactory. Charles 
Kemble and Fope were well matched in the two AnUpkoUsea ; 
bat the Dromioa were still better paired in Munden and Blanch-, 
ard. Much of the comic effect depends on the exact resemblance 
tlut is produced between these personages : and unless the au- 
dience, in a certain degree, partake of the illusion, the whim is 
weakened in the ** increauvus odu" ' Doctor Pinch was admi- 
rably represented by Mr. Simmons ; — ^the character is short, but 
Shakspeare has put his indelible mark upon it — and Simmons 
touched it with a skilful hand. Murray played j^eon with a 
pathos that has not been caught by any succeeding actor. 
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DUK£.»Ridi .fhape with kmg flowing arm-bole robe of Uue 
Tclvet, white pantaloons, white ihoes, hat and featherc. 

iS(2EON«--BlaGk velvet draH« arm-hole doak, black itodUngs and 
shoes. 

Two ANTIPHOLIS'S.— i^igfatUue shapM trimmed widi yeUow 
and buttons, blue stockings, russet tjpots, cross belts, swords, hat 
and foatheis* 

TWO DROMIO^S Cloae yellow 4bape8,.ttimmed with Uue, yel- 
low stockings and half boots. 

ANGBLO. — Green shape, trimmed with rose-coloured satin and 
ribbon, pantaloons, doak, stockings, hat and shoes. 

CLEOVr.— Brown velvet shape, brown stockings, hat;, shoefe, and 
ruiC 

CHARES.^ — Light blue shape, trimmed, && 

DOCTOR PINCH.— BUick shape, scarlet stockings, square-toed 
shoes, and small bhiek hat. 

OFFlCEftS.'^-JMack «hapM and gowns, hats, &c. 

BALTHAZAR. — Good vdvct spani^ed shape, &c 

GEJQfTLJB]fAN*-*-CiimsoiisiiaiigIed shape, wMtte p aifttaloons, bopts, 
hat,dt& 

GENTLEMAN. — Qxetxk velvet shape, white pantaloons, gloves, 
hat, &c 

EXECUTIONER.— Bbick dose shape, trimmed with white, white 
stockings, shoes, ftc. 

SOLDIERS. — Scarlet and y^ow shapes, hats, &e. 

ABBESS.--Giey Nun, wiOi white flowing muslin head-dress, san> 
dais, dtc. 

ADRIANA.-T^Rlch embroidered «atin dress, with flowing ci;imson 
sati;i ^be, Jew^els, &G. 

LUCIANA. — Rich embroidered satin dress, with light blue satin 
robe, jewels, dec 

LESBIA. — ^White spangled muslin dress, with green satin flowing 
robe, &e» 

HERMIA. — White muslin, with neat trimming. 

BRIDGET*— Dark teown body with red .binding, white necker- 
chief, dark petticoat, white high apron, mob eap, &c. ' 
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Cast of the Characters as performed at the Theatres Royal, 

London* 

Drury Lane. Covmt Garim. ■ 

Duke cf Ephestu Mr. Archer. ' Mr. Egerton.' 

Mgeon Mr. Powell. Mr. Chapman. 

Antipholis •/ J^raeuse Mr. Penley. Mr. Cooper. . 

Antipholit qf Ephenu Mr. Horn. Mr. Duriuet. 

Dromio of Syracim Mr. Liston. Mr. Blanchard. 

Dromio <rf Ephesua Mr. Harley. Mr. W. Farren. 

AngOo Mr. Meroer. Mr. Claremont. 

GteMi Mr. Weteter. Mr. Atkins. 

Charet Mr. Fitawilliam. Mr. Baker. 

Doctor Pinch Mr. Knight Mr. Bamea. 

Baithasar Mr. Smith. Mr. Taylor. 

Fir»t (Officer Mr. Yanudd. Mr. Henry. 

Second Qfflcer* Mr. Comer. Mr. Isaacs. 

Abbes* Mrs. Faucit 

Adriana Miss Stephens. Miss M. Tree. 

Luciano Madame Vestrls. Miss Paton. 

Hermia Miss Green. Mrs. Boyle. 

Leabia Miss Smithson. Miss Henry. 

Bridget Mrs. Willmott. 

AttendanU on Doctor Pinch^ Executioner, Sietere of the Convent, • 

SCENE — Epheetu. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Condoctors of this Work print no Plays bat those whldi they 
have seen acted. The St€ige Directione 9x9 given ttoai their own 
personal observations, during the most reoent | >*>C|i* iii ^ nfif- 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right,- L. L^i D. F. Door in Flat/ R. D. Bight Door,' 
L. D. L«ft Door ; S. E. Second Entrance f U. E. Upper Entrance f 
M. D. Middle Door, 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R. means Right/ L. X^/t/ C. Centre; R. C. Bight of Centres 
L.C. lAfft of Centre, 

•e> The Beader i$ euppoeei to be on the Stage JtuHng the Audienee. 
K. RC C. LC. L. 



THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I._^ Hall in the Palace of the Duke. 

DuKE^ R. 8. E. Mgilov in Chains f two OfficerSyfour Guards ^ 

and Attendants t discovered. 

^geon. (l.) Proceed, SoHnus, to procure my fall. 
And terminate, by this, thy rigorous doom, 
iEgeon's life aud miseries together. 

Duke, (r.) Merchant of Syracusa, plead, no more. 
The enmity and discord, which, of late. 
Sprung from the ranc'rous outrage of your duke. 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
(Who, wantfng gilders to redeem their lires. 
Have seal'd his rig'rous statutes with their blood,) 
Excludes all pity from our threat'niug looks. 
For, since the mortal, and intestine jars 
'Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us. 
It hath, in solemn synods, been decreed. 
Both by the Syracusaus and ourselves, 
T' admit no traffic to our adverse towns. • 

Nay, more — If any, born at Ephesus, 
Be seen at Syracusan marts. or fairs : 
Agun — if any Syracusan born 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he djles ; 
Htfl goods confiscate to the duke's dispose. 
Unless a thousand marks be levied. 
To quit the penalty, and ransom him. 
Thy substance, valued at. the highest rate. 
Cannot amount unto an hundred marks : 
Therefore, by law, thou art condemn'd.to die. 

^geon.'Th\B comfort, then, (tl^e wretch's last resource,) 
At least, I gain from the severe decree — 
My woes must finish ere the setting qup. 
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Duke* Vet, Syracusan, say in brief the cause, 
Whv thou departedst from thy native home. 
And for what cause thou cam st to Ephesus. 

JEgeon. A heavier taslc could not have been imposed. 
Yet will I utter what ray grief permits.-^ 
In Syracusa was I bom ; and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ! 
Witli her I lived in joy ; our wealth increased 
By prosperous traffic — till my factor's death 
Drew us unwillingly to Epidamnum. 
There had we not l)een long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons, 
And, strange to hear, the one so like the other, 
They hardly by oursel^s could be distinguish'd. 
That very hour, and in the self-same bouse, 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike. 
These (for their parents were exceeding |)oor) 
I bought, and brought up, to attend my sons. 
My wife, not meanly proud of her two l)qys. 
Made daily motions for our home- return. 
Unwilling I agreed. — We came aboard — 
Ohj bitter recollection ! 

Duke, Stop thy tears 

I long, yet almost dread, to hear the rest. 

Mgeon. A league from Epidaronuni had we sail'd, 
Before the always wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm ; 
But longer did we not retain much hope. 
For what obscured light the heavens did grtint. 
Did but convey into our fearfiil minds 
A dreadful warrant of immediate deatlj. 
The sailors sought for safetY by our boat. 
And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us. 
My wife, more careful for the elder born. 
Had fastened him unto a small spare mast ; 
To him, one of tlie other twins was bound ; 
While I had been like heedful of the younger. 
The children thus disposed, my wife and I 
Fasten'd ourselves at either end the mast ; 
And floating straight, obedient to the stream. 
Were carried towards Corinth, as we tlionght 
At length the sea wax'd calm : and we discover'd 
Two ships from far, making amain to us ; 
But ere they came 
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Duhe» Pursue ^y tale, old man. ^ 

JEgeon. Being enconnter'd by a mighty rock. 
Our helpless -ra^ was splitted in the midst 
Her part (poor soul !) burden'd with lesser weight. 
Was carri^ with more speed before the wind ; 
And, in our sights they three were taken up 
By <i»hermen of Corinth. 
At length, another ship had seized on us ; 
And would have 'reft the fishers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very slow of saiU 

Duke. Relate at full 
What hath befallen to them, and thee, till' now. 

JEgeon, My youngest boy, and yet my eld^t care. 
At eighteen years, became inquisitive 
After his brother, and importuned me 
That his attendant (for his case was like, 
'Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name) ' 

Might bear him company, in quest of him. 
Whom, while I laboqr*d of a love to see, • 
I yielded to the loss of him I loved. 
Since which unhappy time, no news arriving 
What course their wayward stars had hurri^ them. 
Five summers have I spent in farthest Greece, 
Roaming e'en through the bounds of Asia, 
And> coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 
But here must end the story of my life. 
And happy were I in my timely death. 
Could all my travels warrant me they live.. " 

Duke. Hapless .^^^neou ! whom tiie fates have mark'd 
To bear th* extremity of dire mishap. 
Now ^ust me, were it not against our laws, 
Agsunst my crown, my oath, my dignity. 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee : 
But though thou art acfjudged to the death. 
And passed sentence cannot be recall'd. 
But to our honour's great disparagement. 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can. 
I, therefore, merchant, limit thee this day. 
To seek thy life, by beneficial 'help ; 
Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus, 
Beg thou> or borrow, to make up the sum. 
And Uve-— [CfO«9«» L.]— if not, then art thou doom'd to die. 

[E jnt^ with Guards yi.. 
Mgeon, (a.) What friends, alas ! can misery expect ? 
This pity but prolongs the date of pain ; 

B 
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And to a sure, though short-protracted en4^ 
Helpless and hopeless doth ^geon wend. ^ 

{Exit y guarded^, R. 

SCENE II.— 77j<? Mart. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracuse, Dromio of Syracu3E, 
and Cleon, l. Dromio crosses to r. 

Cleon. Therefore, give out, you are of Epidamnum, 
Lest that your goods be forfeit to the state. 
This very day, a Syracusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
Dies ere the weary sun sets in the west. — 
There is your money, which I had to keep. 

lOives Money to j4ntip/iolis. 

Ant. of Syr. Go, bear it to the Centaur, where we host. 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time ; 
TOl then Til view the manners of the town. 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 
And then return, and sleep within mine inn ; 
For, with long travel, I am sick and weary. 
Get thee away ! 

Dro. of Syr. Many a man would take you at your word. 
And go away, indeed, having so great 
A treasure in his charge—Of what strength do 
You conceive myhonesty, good master. 
That you dare put it to such temptation ? 

Ant. of Syr. Of proof against a greater charge than this : 
Were it remiss, thy love would strengthen it : a 
I think thou would'st not wrong me if thou couid'si. 

Dro. of Syr. I hope I should not, sir ; but there is such 
A thing as trusting too far. — Odds heart I 'tis 
A weighty matter, and, if balanced in 
A steel-yard agiunst my honesty, 
I doiU>^-^ 

Ant. of Syr. That very doubt is my security. — 
No further argument, but spe^ away. 

J>ro. of Syr. Ay, but master, you know the old saying 

Ant. of Syr. Then thou hast no occasion to tell it me. 
Begone, i say—. [Eait Dromio of Syracuse, r. 

A trusty villain, sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholy. 
Lightens my humour^ with his merry jests. — 
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What, will you walk widi me about the town, 
And llien goto the inn, and dine with me ? 

Cleon. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants. 
Of Whom I hope to make much benefit. 
I crave your pardon— *but, at five o'clock. 
Please you, I'll meet you here upon the mart. 
And afterwards consort with you till bed-time. 
My present business calls me from you now. 

Ant. of Syr. Farewell till then. — I will go lose myself. 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Cieon. Sir, I commend you to your own content. ■ 

[£jpU Cleon^ u*. 

yint. of Syr. He; that commends me to my own content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I, to the world, am like a drop- of water. 
That in the ocean seeks another drop ; 
Who, fiddling there to find his fellow out. 
Unseen, inquisitire, confounds himself: 
So I, to find a mother, and a brother, 
lu search of them, unhappy, lose myself.-^ ' 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, r. 

How now ! How chance thou art return'd so soon ? 

Dro. of Eph^ Return'd so soon ! Rather approach'd too. 
late — 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit, 
llie clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell. 
My mistress made it one upon my cheek ; — 
She is so hot, because the meat is coid» 
The meat is cold, because you come not home. 
You come not home, because yon have no stomach. 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast ;^ 
But we, that know what 'tis to fast and pray. 
Are penitent for. your default to-day. 

Ant. of Syr. Stop in your wind, sir ;-^tell me this, I pray, - 
Where have you left the money, that I gave you ? 

J>ro. ofEph. Money ! — Oh, the money that I had on ^ 
Wednesday last, to pay for mending my 
Misfress's saddle.— The saddler had it, sir \ 
Ikepthnot. 

Anf, of Syr. I am not in a sportive humour now ; 
Tell me, and dally not— where is the money ? 
We being strangers here, how dar^st thou trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody ? 

Dro. of Eph. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner — 

b2 
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I, from my miitress, come to you in haste* 

Methioks your stomach, like mine, should be your clocks . 

And send you home without a messenger. 

Ani. of Syr, Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of 
season ; 
Reserve them till a merrier hour than thitu — 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee } 

Dro, o/Eph. To me, sir *.^Why, you gaire no gold to 
me I 

Ant. of Syr. (l.) Gome, come, hare done your foolish* 
ness. 
And tell me how thou hast disposed my charge. 

Dro. of Mffh. (r^) My charge wa? hut to fetch you Drom 
the mart. 
Home to your house, die Phoenix, sir, to dinner ; 
My mistress and her sister stay for you. 

Ant. of Syr. Noiy, as I am a Christian, answer me. 
In what safe place you have hestow'd my money ; 
Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours. 
That stands on trksks when I am undisposed. 
Where are the thousand marks thou had'st of me ? 

Dro, of Sph. I have some marks of yours upon my pate. 
Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders : 
Between you both, they make, perhaps, a thooRand : 
If I should pay your worship these again. 
Perchance you will neit take it patiently. 

Ant. of Syr, Thy mistress* marks ! — ^Whal nMatress, slare, 
hast thou ? 

Dro.ofEph. Voar worship's wife, my mistt'ess, at the 
Phcenix, 
She, that doth £Mt till y<w come home to dinner, 
And prays that vou will haste you* 

Ant. of Syr. (l.) What, wilt thou flout me thus unto' my 
face. 
Being forbid ?-^There, take you that, sir knave ! 

[Beatn him round. 

Dro. of Eph. (a.) What mean yon, sir ? — for Heaven's 
sake, hold your hands— 
Nay, an you will not, sir, I'll take my heels. [Emt^ n. 

Ant. of Syr. Upon my life, by some device or other. 
The villaui has been trick'd of all my money. 
They say, this town is full of cozenage % 
If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. ^ 

Misguided hy my hopes, in doubt I stmy. 
To seek wiiat f, perchance, may never find. 
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May not the cruel hand of de«(tiDy, 

Ere this, have reuder'd all- my searches vain ? 

If so, how wretched has my folly made me \ 

In lackless hour, alas I I left hiy home. 

And the fond comforts of a father's love, 

That only hiiss my fortune had in store, 

For dtthious pleasures on a foreign shore. [Ej^it, R. 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT 11. 

SCENE \,—A Chamber in AntiphoUs of Ephuiu* 8 House. 

Enter Adbiana and Luciana, r. 

Adr, (l.) Neither my hushand nor the slave returned, 
That, in such haste, I sent to seek him ? 
Sure, ^uciana, it is two o'clock. 

Luc» (r.) Perhaps some merchant has invited him. 
And, from the mart, he's somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us <}ine, and never fret ; 
A man is master of his liberty, 
WUl come, or go — therefore, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty be more than ours ? 

Luc* Because their bus'uess still lies out of door. 

Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 

Luc, He is the bridle of your actions, sister. 

Adr, Nfoue, but an idiot, would be bridled so. 

[CroM«, R. 

Luc. Why, headstrong liberty belongs to man, 
And ill befits a woman's gentle mind. 
There's nothing situate under Heaven's eye. 
But hath its bound in earth, in sea, and air \ 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged tribes. 
Are their males' subjects,, and at tlieir conti'oul. 
Man, more divine, the master of them all. 
Indued witli intellectual sense and soul. 
Is master to his femide — nay, her lord ! 
Let, then, your will attend on his commands. 

Adr, Tliis servitude makes you remain unwed. 

Luc. Not this, but troubles, of the marriage state. 

Adr, But were you wedded, you would bear- some rule. 

b3 
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Luc, Before I wed, I'll practise to obey. 

Adr. How. if yonr husband start some other where ? 
^ Luc* With all the geutle, artiftdal means, 
,That patient meekness, and domestic cares, 
Could bring to my relief, I would beguile 
The intervening hours, till he, tired out 
With empty, transient pleatsures, should return 
To seek content and happiness at home — 
With smiles I'd welcome him, and put in practice 
Each soothing art, that kindness could suggest. 
To wean his mind from such delusive joys. 

Adr. O, special reasoning! well may they be patient. 
Who never had a cause for anger given them ! 
\How easily we cure another's grief! 
But, were we burden 'd with like weight of woe. 
As much, or more, we should ourselvc;^ complain. 
So thou, who hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
Would'st comfort me, by urging hapless patience ; 
But shouldst thou live to see these griefs thine own, 
This boa«ited patience would be thrown aside. \Cro9»es^ u 

Luc. Well, I will marry one day but to try — • 
Here comes your man \ now is your husband near. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, l. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 

Dro, of Eph. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that 
my two ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him ? know'st thou his 
mind ? 

Dro. qf Eph. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon my ear ; 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand ft ! 

Lue. Spake he so doubtfully, thou could'st not find bis 
meaning ? 

Dro. of Eph. (Crosses to c.) Nay, he struck so plainly, I 
could too well feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully, 
that I could scarce understand them. 

Adr. But say, I pray thee, is he coming home ? 
It seems he hath great care to please his wife. 

Dro. of Eph. Why, mistress, sure my master is horn- 
mad! 

Luc. Horn-mad, thou villain ! 

Dro. of Eph, I mean not cuckold- mad, but sure he*s 
stark-mnd ! 
When I desired him to come home to dinner,' 
He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold. 
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'Tis dinner time, (|iioth T — my gold, quoth he — 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I— my gold, quoth he— 
Where are the thousand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd— ^my gold, quoth he — 
My mistress sir, quoth I — ^haog up tliy mistress I 
I do not Icnow thy mistress^-out on thy mistress I , 

Luc. Quoth wno ? 

Dro, of Eph. Quoth my master — 
I Icnow, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistress ! 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
1 thaiTk him, I bare home upon my shoulders — 
For, in conclusion, he did beat me hither. 

Adr, Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home. 

Dro, of Eph* Go back again, and be new beaten^home ! 
For Heaven's sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Hence, prating peasant ! fetch thy master home. ' 

Dro, of Eph* Am I so round with you, as you with rac. 
That, like a foot-ball, you do spurn me thus ? [Crosses^ l. 
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither. 
If 1 last in this service, you must case me in leather. 

[ExU, L. 

Luc, (R ) Fie ! how impatience lowereth on your brow t 

Adr, (l.) His company must do his minions grace. 
While I, at home, starve for a cheerful look. 
Hath homely age th' alluring beauty stole 
From my poor cheek ? no, he hath wasted it. 
Are my discourses low ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and sharp discourse be duli'd, 
Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard. 
Do their gay vestments his 9ffi?ctions bait ? 
That's not my fa«l(*-he's master of my fortunes 
What ruins are in mQ, that can be found 
By him not ruin'd ?<««Tfaen is he the cause 
Of my defeatures— 'my decayed beauty, 
A sunny look of his would soon repair : 
But, too unruly deer! he breaks the pale, 
And feeds from home — poor I am left despised. 

[Crosses y'B^ 

Luc* Self-harming jealousy ! fie ! beat it hence. 

Adr. I know his eye doth homage other-where. 
Or else, what lets it but he would be here ? 
Sister, you know he promised me a bracelet — 
Some stranger fair hath caught his truant eye^X 
And triumphs in the gifts designed for me. 
Such trifles yet with ease 1 could forego. 
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So I were sure he left his heart at home '. 

I see the jewel best enamelled 

Will lose its lustre-— So doth Adriana, 

Whom once, unwearied with continual gazing, 

He fondly call'd the treasure of his life ! 

Now, since my beauty cannot please his eye, 

ril weep what's left away, and, weeping, die. lEaetmt, k, 

SCENE IL^TheMart, 

Enter Antipholis of Syracuse, r. 

Ant* of Syr, The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful slave 
Ts wander'd foith in care to seek me out. - 
Oh, here he comes ! 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse, l. 

How now, sir ? is your merry humour alter'd ? 
As you love stroke?, so jest with me again. 
You knew no Centaur I you received no gold ! 
Your mistress seqt to have me home to dinner ! 
My house was at the Phoenix ! wert thou mad. 
That thus, so strangely, thou didst answer me f 

Dro. of Syr. What answer, sir ? when spake I such a 
word ? 

y4nt. of Syr. Ev*n now, ev*n here ; not half an hour 
since. 

Dro, of Syr. I did not see you since you sent me hence 
Home, to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Ant. of Syr. Villain, thou didst deny the gold's receipt, 
And told'st me of a mistress j s^id a dinner ; 
For which, I hope, thou felt'st, I was displeased. 

Dro. of Syr. (l.) I'm glad to see you in this merry vein ; 
What means this jest, I pray you, master, tell me ? 

Ant. of Syr. (r.) What, dost thou jeer, and flout roe in* 
the teeth ? 
Think'st thou 1 jest ? there, take thou that, and that ! 

[Beats Dromio to R. 

Dro. of Syr. (r.) Hold, sir, for Heaven's sake !— now 
your jest is earnest — 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant. of Syr. (l.) Because that I familiarly, sometimes. 
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you. 
Your sauciness will jest upon my lovej 
And make a common of my serious hours. ) 
When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make siiort,' 
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BHt creep in cranniesj when he hidea his beams^ 
If you will jest with me, then Icnow my aspect. 
And fo^ion your demeanour to ray looks. 
Dro, of Syr» I pray, sh*, why am 1 beaten ? 
Ani^ofSyr, Dost thou not know ? 
Dro. of Syr. Nothing, but lAiat I an beaten. 
Ani. of Syr. Why, first, for flouting me, and then, for 
urgingf 
k. In spite of mj asser^n to the cmiirary. 
Is dinner ready ? 
Dro. of Syr. No, sir ; I think the meat wants'what Tve 

got. 
Am. of JS^. Whaf s that ? 
Vro. of Syr. Why, basting, sir. 
Ant. of Syr. No more, thou knave ! for see, who wafts 
tis yonder. 
This way they liaste, and, by their gestures, seem 
To point ont me — wliat should they mean, I trow ? 

{Drofnh cfostes behind to l. 

Enter Adrjana and Luciana, r. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholis, look strange and ft*own. 
Some other nustress hath some sweeter aspect : 
I am not Adriana, aor tliy wile. 
The time was once, when thou, tfnarged, would'st tow, 
'That never words were music to thine ear. 
That never object pleasiiig in thine eye, 
That never touch were welcome to thine hand. 
That never food well savour'd to the taste, 
Unless I spake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carved. 
How comes it now, my husband, oh ! how comes it. 
That thou art thus estranged to thyself ? 
Thyself, 1 call it, being strange to me— 
Oh, do not tear thyself away from me \ 
For Imow, my love, as easy may'st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf. 
And take unmingled thence that drop again. 
As take from me thyself. 

Ant. of Syr. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I^ know you 
not ; 
In Ephesus, I am but two hours old. 
As strange imto your town, as to your talk. 

Luc. Fie, brother ! how tlie world is changed widi you ! 
When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 
She sent for you by Dromio, home to dinner. 
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yint* of Syr, By Dromio ? 

Dro, of Syr, (l.) By me ! 

Adr, By thee, and' thus thou didst return from him. 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blows 
Denied my house for his, me, for his wife; 

Ant, cf Syr. Did you converse,- sir, withthis gentle- 
woman ? 

Dro, of Syr, I, sir ? I never saw her till this moment ! 

ArU, of Syr. Villain, thou lieSt ! for even her very 
words ^ 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. 

Dro, of Syr, 1 never spoke with her in all my life. 

[^Drofhio crosses behind to^ R. 

Ant. of Syr. How can she then thus call us by our 
names, 
Unless it he by inspiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave. 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 
Come, I will fasten thus upon thy arm ; 
Thou art an elm, my husband, I, a vine. 
Whose weakness, married to thy stronger tttate. 
Shares in thy virtues, and partakes thy strength. 
If aught possess thee from me, it is dross. 
Usurping ivy^ idle moss, or brtai'. 
Who, all for want of pruniuK* with intrusion 
Infect thy sap, and live on thy destruction. 

Ant. of Syr, To me she speaks — she moves me for her 
theme — 
What, was I married to her in my sleep ? 
Or sleep 1 now, and dream I hear all this ? 
What error thus deceives our eyes and ears ? 
Yet, that the mystery I may explore, 
I'll seem to entertain the fallacy. 
^ Lf4c. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinaen 
'^ Dro, of Syr. Meaning me ? 

Luc. Ay, thee, thou slug ! 

Dro. of Syr, Spread for dinner ! 

Ant. of Syr. Am I alive ? Am I Antipholis? j 
Sleeping or waking ? Mad or well-advised ? 
Known unto these, vet to myself unknown ; 
Finn would I learn from whence these wonders flow ; 
But that 1 almost fear to trace the source, 
s^So strange is every thing I see and hear. 

Adf. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
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To put the finger in the eye, and weep. 

While majQ and roaster laugh my woes to scorn. 

Come, sir, to dinner — [Crosses, r. j Dromio, keep the gate — 

Husband, I'll dine above with you, to-day. 

And shme you of a thousand idle pranks. 

Sirrah, if, any ask you for your master, 

Say,- he dines, forth, and let no creature enter. 

Come, sister — Dromio, play the porter well. 

[Exit, with Luciana and Antipholis, r. 
Dro.of Syr. Spread for dinner! I am afraid I shall 
Be somewhat awkward, as I am not well 
Acquainted with the ways of the bouse ; 
Though, I suppose they'll be so courteous 
As to teach a new comer. Ay, there they go ; 
The house with the green dooi-s, and have taken 
My master! with them ; I must follow — Sure 
We are in the Jand of fairies, and converse with 
Sprites and goblins. 1 wish they mayn't have 
Infected my poor uia<ster ; for, even 
Now, he swore to a discourse, I held with him 
Here on tlie Mart ; when 1 can swear, i was talking 
To the strong-box yonder at the Centaiir..-^Mighty odd 
All this ! However, my comfort is, that, whatsoever 
Mischief .we light on, the master takes place 
Of theservant, and must fall into it first. [Exit, r, 

END OF ACT II. 



ACT III. , 

SCENE \,—A Street, with the house of AntiphoSs. 

Enter Antiphous of Epresus, Dromio of Ephesus, and 
Angblo, r. — [Dromio crosses behind to l.] 

, yinl. o/Eph. Good Siguor AngeIo,you must excuse us ; 

My wife is shrewish, when I keep not hours. 

!3ay, that I linger'd with you at your shop. 

To see the making of her bracelet, 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

But here's a villain that would face me down. 
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He met me oa the Mart, and tiiat I beat him 

And charged him with a thousand marlis in gold. 

And that I did deny my wife and house.— 

lliou drunkard, thou, what did'st thou- mean !>y this? 

Dro. of Eph. (l.) Say what you will, sir, but I know 
what I know. 
That you beat me at the Mart, I have the markv to witn^sn. 

Ant. of Eph, (l. €.) Silence, thou sot^ or I shidl sober 
thee! — 
You're sad, Sigoor Angelo ; pray Hea:ven our cheer 
May answer my good will, auud your gr)od.welcome<^ 
But soft,. my door is locked— Siirah, ring: the bdl ! 
^r^Dro. of Eph. \Bimg9,'\ Oh, he's a littie saberer, and' ke 
cloes know his own house now ! 

Ant, of Eph* Will they not hear ? 

Bro, of EpK. In good truth, I think they will not. My 
mistress, sure, means- to. be quits' with you, master-^^you 
denied her a while ago, and now she's detei'mined to deny- 
you. . - 

Ant, of Eph, Have done, thou varlet ! Call to them ; 
\^id them let us in. 

Dto, of Eph, Maud ! Bndget I Marian ! Cicely ! Gil- 
lian ! Madge ! 

Bro. of Syr, [fTithin,'] Mome, Malt-horse, Capon, 
Coxcomb, Idiot, Patch I — Dost thou conjure for wenches, 
that thou caU'st for such store, when one is one too many ? 
—Go, get thee from the gate ! 

Dro, of Eph, What patch is made our porter ? — ^My mas- 
ter stays in the street. 

Dro* of Syr, If^ithin,] Let him walk fVom whence he 
came, lest he catch cold in his feet. 

Ant, of Eph. Who talks within there ?— Hoa! open the 
door I 

Dro, of Syr, [^tKin,] Right, su-— I'll tell you when, 
an you'll tell me wherefore. 

Ant, of Eph, What art thou, there, that keep'st me from 
mine own house ? 

Dro, of Syr, [fTithin*^ The porter, sir, and my name ia 
Dromio. 

Dro, of Eph, O villain, thou hast stole both mine office, 
and my nan^e ! 

Brid, [fnthm^]yniy, what a coil is there !~Dromio, 
who are those at the door ? 

Dro» of Eph, Let my master in, Bridget 

Brid, [fFithtn.'] Peace, fool ! thy master's here already^ 
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Ant. of Eph, Do you hear, you minlou P-^you'Il let usi 
in, I trow ? 

Brid, [fFUMtu] Can you tell for whose sake ? 

Dro. of Eph. Master, knock at the door hard. 

Dro.ofSyr. [mthvu] Let him knock till it ake. 

Adr, [fruhiih] Who is at the gate, that keeps all this 
noise ? 

Ant. of Eph* Are you there, wife ? you might hwe come 
before. 

Adr. [fVUhhu\ Your wife, Sir Knare?— Go,. get you 
from the gate. 

Ant. of Eph, Get me from the gate ! What means this^ 
saucy language ? 
There's something more in this ! — Why, Adriana t 

Adr. [Pf'ttMnJ] Hence, yon familiar coxcomb ! — Cease 
your noise. 
Or you shall dearly pay for all this outrage. 
Dro'mio, be sure you keep fast the doors against diem« 

Ant. of Eph. Why, wife, I say ! ^^ 

Dro* of Syr. [ff^it/iin.] She's gone back to dinner, sir, 
to take a refreshing citp,^nd has no tim^ to answer idle 
questions now. 

Ant. of Eph. Now, on my soul, some strange mysteri- 
ous guile 
Lurks underneath this unaccustomed usage. . 

Some shameful minion here is entertain'd — 4/^ 

Ang. (e.) Have patience, sir — O, let it not be thus ; 
Herein you war against your reputation. 
And draw within the compass of suspect 
Th' inidolated honour of your wife. 
Your long experience of her wisdom, sir, 
Her sol)er virtue, years, and modesty, 
Plead, on her part, some cause to you unknown ; 
And, doubt it not, but she will well excuse 
Why, at this time, the doors are barr'd against you. . 

Ant. of Eph. Sbail I be thus shut forth from my own 
house^ 
While they are revelling to iny dishonour ? 
Go, fetch an instrument, I'll break the door. 
Shatter it all to pieces, but I'll enter. y 

Ang. Be ruled by me — depart in patience, 
And let u» to the Tiger, all toidinner ; 
And, about evening, come yourself, alone. 
To know the reason of- this strange restraint. 
If, by strong hand, you offer to break in, 

c 
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Now, in the stirriug passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that supposed, by the common rout, 

Against your yet ungalled estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion ent^r in, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are .dead. 

For slander lives even to posterity. 

For ever housed, when once it gets possession. 

^rU. of Eph, You have prevail'd, I will depart in ^uiet, 
And, in .despite oi wrath, try to be merry. 
1 know a wench of excellent discourse, 
Pretty and witty — wild, and yet right gentle : 
There will we dine.— This woman, that 1 mean, 
My wife (but, I protest, without desert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal. 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch the jewel, — by this, 1 guess, 'tis made — 
Bring.it, I pray you, to the Porcupine, 
For there's the house and there will I bestow it 
(Be it. for nothing but to spite my wife) 
Upon mine hostess. Good sir, use despatch. 

Aug* I'll meet you at that place some hour, sir, hence. 
• . [Ejeit, R. 

^ AnU of Eph. I thank you, sir. — And now, my dainty 
wife. 
Checking my rage, I'll leave you to your follies 
Some few short hours : enjoy them while you may, 
V Perchance to-morrow you may rue your jest. [Exeunt^ l. 



/ 



SCENE 11.—^ Garden. 

ANTtPHOLis OF Syracuse, (l. c.) Adriana, (r. c.) Luci- 
ANA, (l.) and Hermia, (r.) ditcovered on Garden Seats. 

Adr. [They rise.] Why, why, was I to this keen mock'ry 
born? 
How at your hands hare I deserved this coldness ? 
In soothe, you do me wrong. There was a time 
When I believed, so fond was my credulity, 
The sun was scarce so true unto the day 
As you to me. 

Ant. of Syr. J woiild some friendly light 
Alight chase away the mist that clonds our fuicies. 
And give this dream a meaning ! True, I see 
These beauteous bowers, in nature's fragrance rich ; 
Behold the painted, children of her hand. 
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Flaunting in gay luxuriance all around ! 
I see imperial Phoebus' trembling beam 
Dance on the curly brook ; whose gentle current 
Glides imperceptibly away, scarce staying 
To kiss fh* embracing bank. 

Adr* So glides away 
Thy hasty love, (O apt allusion !) 
And mocks my constant and attentive care. 
That seeks, in v^u, to keep it/ 

Luc* Dearest brother. 
Why turn on me your eyes ? Regard my sister, 
Who with such earucKt suit solicits you 
To heal her wounded peace. 

Adr, It cannot be. 
But that some phrensy hath possess'd his mind, 
Else could he not, with cold indifference, hear 
His Adriana pleading. Music's voice, 
O'er such entranced dispositions. 
Hath oft a magic power, and can recall 
The wand'riug faculties. Good cousin, Hermia^ 
Assay those melting strains, wherewith, thou told'st me. 
Forsaken Julia labour'd to retrieve 
Lysander's truaiiit heart. \Theif return to tlteir seats: 

SONG.— Hermia. 

Stray not to those distant plains : 

From thy comfort do not rove, 
Tarry in these peaceful glens. 

Tread the downy paths of love : 
Is not this seqiiester'd shade 

Richer than the proud alcove ? 
Tarry in this beauteous glade. 

Tarry here with me and love* 

Listen to the woodlark's note, 

Listen to the cooing dove. 
Hark ! the throstle's mellow throat, 

All uniting, carol love ; 
See the limpid brooks around. 

Winding through the varied grove ; 
This is passion's fairy ground. 

Tarry here with me and love. 

Adr> [T%ejf rise."] Sister, there is some ma^c in thine 
eye, 

c2 
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That hath infected hts — Percbauce, to diee, 

He may unfold the source of hU distemp*rature : 

For me, no longer will I sue for that. 

My right may claim ; loose infidelity 

And lawless passion hath estraHjged his sonl. 

Yet think, my husband, coald'st thou bear the like ? 

How dearly would it touch thee to tlie quick, 

Should'st thou but hear I was liceolsoas ! 

Would'st thou not scoff at me, and spurn me from diee ? 

Or hurl the name of husband in my face. 

And tear the stain'd skin off my harlot brow ? 

Yea, from my false hand, cut the wedding ring, 

And break it with a deep divorcing vow ? 

I know thou would'st, and therefore see thou do it ; 

For if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy crimes. 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Preserve, then, eqUal league with the Mr bed ; 

Keep me unstain'd, thou uBdishonouT'd live. 

[Ejtit, wUk HiermiHy r. 
Luc. And may it be tiiat you have quite forgot 
A husband's office ? Shall, Antipholis, 
£v«B in the spring of love, thy passion fade } 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 
Then, for her wealth's sake, use her with more kindness ; 
Or, if you like elsewhere, do it in secret ; 
Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 
Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator ; 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty, 
Apparel vice lik€ virtue's harbinger. 
^nt, of Syr. Now, by the sur we breathe, I vow, bright 
dame. 

My senses are all smothered up in wonder ; 
All but my sight — with that, methiuks, J view 
An angel pleading ; and,' while thus delighted, 
I may peruse the graces of that brow, 
I will not wish the mystery utifolded> 
But to your chidings pay submissive awe. 
As to an holy mandate--JSpeak, speak on. 

Luc* (l.) Be secret false--why needs she be acqusunted ? 
What simple tiiief brags of his own bad deeds ? 
'Tis doubly wrong to truant with your bed. 
And let her read it in your looks at board. 
Then, gentle brother, get you iu again t 
And call my sister, wife — comfort her, cheer her— k- 
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'Tis holy sport tO be a little ^se, 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 

^nt. of Syr* (r.) Sweet mistress, let me call you* by' 
that name. 
Teach me, oh teach me, how to think and answer ! "^ 
Lay open to my shallow gross conceit 
The folded meaning of your sugar'd words. 
Against my soul's pure truth, why labour you 
To malce it wander in an unknown path ?' 
Are you a goddess ? Would you new-create me ? 
Transform me, then, and to your 'power Til yield. 
But if I am Antipholis, 1 sWear, 
Your weeping sister is no wife to me. 
Oh, no ! to yon alone my soul inclines ; 
Then train me not, sweet mermsud, with thy voice, 
To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears ! 
Sing, syren, for thyself, and 1 will doat ! [Kneels, 

Spread o'er the silver waves thy glossy locks^ 
And as a bed I'll take thee, there I'll lie. 
And, in that glorious supposition, think 
He gains by death, that hath such means to die. 

Luc.^ What, are you mad, that you do reason thus ? 

jint, of Syr, Not mad — enchanted ; how, I do not know. 

Luc. It is a fault that springeth from your eye. / 

AtU> of Syr. For gazing on your dazzling beams, fair 
sun. 

Luc, Gaze where you should, and that will clear your 
sight. 

^fU, of Syr. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on' 
" darkness. 

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my sister so. 

^m. of Syr. Thy sister's sister. 
. Luc, "^That's my sister. 

Ant, of Syr. No ; 
It is thyself, my own self's better half, ' 
My eye's clear eye, my. dear heart's dearer heart. 
My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aim. 

Luc. AH this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. a/ Syr,' Call thyself sister, sweet, for thee I mean ; 
Thee will 1 love, with thee would spend my days. 
Give me thy hand. . 

Luc, Oh,. soft, sir, hold you still. [Crosses, r. 

rU seek my sister, to get her consent ; 
If she approve, I shall accord, no doubt. [J^.?t/, u. 

Ant. of Syr O subtle power I O soil too capable I - ' 

c 3 
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Scarce had her nun of beantjr waria'd my heart, 
AVhen the gay flower of love, diaclostiig fragrance. 
Sprung up at once, and blossoni'd to perfection, 
Ere well the bud was oeen. Why, how now, Dtomio ? 

Snter Dromio of Syracuse, r., and eroatis^ l. 

Where runn'at thon bo fast ? 

Dro» of Syr, Do you know roe, sir ? Am I Dromio ? Am 
I your man ? Am I myself ? 

Ant. of Syr. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
art thyself. 

Dro. of Syr. I am an ass, I am a woman's man, and 
beside myself. 

j4nt. of Syr. What woman's man ? and how beade thy- 
self ? 

Dro. of Syr. Marry, sir, beside myself, I am due to a 
woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that 
will have me. 

Ant. of Syr. What claim lays she to thee ? 

Dro. of Syr. Many, sir, such claim as you would lay to 
your horse. 

Ant. of Syr. What is she ? 

Dro. of Syr. (l.) A very reverend body; and though I 
have but lean luclc in the match» yet she Is a wondrous fat 
marriage. — Sir, she's the kitchen- wench, all grease ; and f 
know not what use to put her to^ but to make a lamp of her, 
and run from her by her own light. 

Ant. of Syr. (r.) I'll warrant the rags and the tallow 
in them will burn a Poland winter. 

Dro. of Syr. They would indeed, sir : To conclude, tliis 
drudge laid claim to me, called me Dromio, swore I was 
betrothed to her, told me what secret marks I had about 
me ; as the marks on my shoulder, the mole In my neck, 
the great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran from 
her as a witch— and I think, if my breast had not be«n 
made of faith, and my heart of steel, she should have 
transformed me to a cur-tiul dog, and made me tarn in Uie 
wheel. 

Ant. of Syr. Sure, no!ie but witches can inhabit here. 
And therefore 'tis high time that we were hence. 
Go, hie thee presently, post to the road, 
And if the wind blow any way from shore, . 
I will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart, [Croun, l. 

Where 1 will walk till thou return to me. l^'f'* l* 
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Dro. of Syr. As from a bear a maD^wonld run for life, 
So I from her, that swears she is my wife. [Emi, l. 

SCENE llh^TAe Sireet, with the Howe 0/ Antiphous 

OF Ephesus. 

Enter (l.) AntipBolU of Syracuse, and Dromio of 

Syracuse, /rom Antipholis of Ephesus' ffoute. 

Ant* of Syr, Haste to the Port, and seek me out a ship. 

[Exit Dromio, l. 

Enter Angblo, voith a bracelet , r. 

Ang» (r.) Master Antipholis ! 

Ant, of Syr. (l.) Ay, that's my name. 

Ang, I know it well, sir. — Lo, here is the bracelet ! 
I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine ; 
It being nnftni'sh'd, made me stay thus long. 

Ant. of Syr. What is your will that I should do with 
this? 

Ans^. Even what you please, sir— *! have made it for 
you. 

Ant. of Syr. Made it for me, sir ! 1 never once bespoke 
it. 

Ang. Sot once, nor twice, but twenty times you have* 
Go home with it, and please your wife withal* 
About your supper time 1*11 visit you. 
And thien receive my money for the bracelet. [Crosses, L. 

Ant. of Syr. (r.) I pray you, sir, since* you will force it 
on me. 
Receive the money now, 
For fear you ne'er see that or jewel more. 

Ang. (l.) You are a merry man, sir — ^fare you well ! 

[J&jnV, L. 

Ant. of Syr. Wonder on wonder rises every moment ! 
What I should think of this I cannot tell ; 
However strange, here on my arm Til wear it. 
Preserve it safe, as fortune's happy pledge* 
Oft as 1 look on it, I'll heave a sigh. 
And say, the self-same hour that gave thee to me. 
Gave me to gaze on Luciana's eyes — 
So will I make a profit of a chance. 
And treasure up a comfort in affliction. 
Unwillingly 1 go — my wounded soul 
(However from Ephesus my body pait) 
Lingers behind in Luciana's heart., [Exit, r. 

END OF ACT III* 
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, ACT IV. 

SCENE 1.-7%^ Mart. 

Enter Angelo, Chares, and an Officeb, l. 

Cha. You know since Pentecost the sum b due , 
And since I have not much importuned you. 
Nor had I now, sir, hut that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage j 
Therefore make present satisfaction, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

Artg> Even just the sum that I do owe to you. 
Is growing to me from Antipholis ; 
And in the instant that I met with you, 
He had of me a bracelet — at five o'clock 
I shall receive the money for the same. 
Please you but walk with me down to his hou^e, 
I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

djffi. That labour you may spare — see where he comes. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephesus and Dromio of £phe« 

sus, R. 

Ant, of Eph, While I go to the goldsmith's house, go 
thou 
And buy a rope's end — that will I bestow 
Among the base confederates of my wife, 
For locking me out of my doors to-day. 

But soft, I see the goldsmith get thee gone 

Tq buy the rope, and bring it home to me. 

[Exit Dromio of Ephesus^ r. 
A man is well holpe up, that trusts to you : 
I promised me your presence, and the bracelet: 
But neither that nor goldsmith came to me. * 

Ang, Saving your merry humour, here's the note 
How much your jewel weighs, to th' utmost carat. 
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion. 
Make it amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I stand 'debted to this gentleman. 
I pray you see him pr^eutly discharged. 
For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant, of Eph. I am not furnish'd with the sum about me> 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 
Good signor, take the stranger to my house, 
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And with yoa take the braceiet-^id my wife * 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof. ICroties, l. 

Perchance I will be there as soon as yoo. 

Ang. Then yoa will bring the bracelet there yourself? 

XCrotset c. 

Am.'of Eph, No, do you bear it, lest I come not time 
enough. 

Ang. Well, sir, I will then — ^have yoa it about you ? 

Ant. of Eph. An if I have not, sir, I hope yoa hare. 
Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the jewel. 
Both wind and tide stay for the gentleman. 
And I, to blame, have held him here too loug. 

Ant. of Eph, i guess you use this dalliance to excuse 
Your breach of promise at the Porcupine. 
I should have chid you for not bringing it. 
But, lilEe a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Charts, The hour steals on — I pray you, sir, despatch. 

Ang, You hear how he importunes me; — ^the brdce- 
. let 

AnU of Eph. Why, ^re It to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang. Come, come, you Icnow I gave it you even now ; 
Or give it me, or send by me some token. 

Ant. of Eph. Fie! now you run this humour out of 
breath—— 
Come, where is it ? — I pray you let me see it. ' 

Chartt. My business cannot brook this dalliance-^ 
Good dr, say. If vou'll answer me or no ; 
If not, ril leave him to the officer. 

Ant. of Eph. i answer you ! — what should I answer you ? 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the bracelet 

Ant. of Eph. I owe you'none, till I receive the bracelet. 

Ang, You know I gave it you half an hour since. 

Ant. of Eph. You gave me none ; you wrong me much 
to say so. 

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it ; 
Consider how it stands upon my credit. 

Chares. Well, officer, ari'est him at my suit. 

Cffi. I do, and charge you, in the duke's name, to obey 
me. 
[Adffancet between Angelo and Antipholis ofEphesus. 

Ang. This touches me, sir, in my reputation ; 
Either consent to pay the sum for me. 
Or I attach you by this officer. 
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Ant. o/Eph, Consent to pay for what I never had ! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou darest 

Ang. Here is thy fee — arrest him, officer • 

I would not spare my brother iu this case. 
If he should scorn me so apparently. 

Offi* I do arrest you, sir— you hear the suit. . 

Ant. of Eph, I do obey thee, till I give thee bail. 
But, sirrah^ you shall buy this sport as dear. 
As all the metal in your shop will answer. 

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 
To your notorious shame, I doubt it not. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse, l. 

. « . * - 

T>ro. of Syr. Master, tliere is a bark of Epidamnum 
That stays but till her owner comes aboard : 
Then, sir, she bears away. Our fraiightage, sir, 
I have convey*d aboard : and I have bought 
The oil , the balsamum, and. aqua vitae. 
The ship is in her trim, the merry wind 
Blows fair from laud, they stay for nought at all. 
But for the owner, master, and yourself^ 

Ant. of Eph. How now, madman! Why, tliou peevish 
sheep, 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

Dro. of Syr. A ship you sent me to, sir, to hire waftage. 

Ant. of Eph, Thou drunkeu slave, I sent thee for a rope : 
And told jthee to what purpose, and for whom. 

Dro. of Syr. You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

Ant. of Eph. I will debate the matter, at more leisure. 
And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight, 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
That's cower'd o*er with Turkish tapestry, 
There is a purse of ducats, )et her send it ; 
Tell her ] am arrested in the street. 

And that shall bail me. Hie thee, slave, begone. 

On, Officer, to prison, till he comes. 

[Ejpeunt , Antip7toHs of Epfi€8U8, Angelo, Chares^ and 

Officer, L. 

Dro. of Syr. To Adriaua's !— that is where we dined 

Go there again ! — Surely my |)oor master's mind is strange- 
ly altei*6d.— ^But now he sent me to seek a vessel, and 
swore he would not stay an hour longer — now he denies it 
all, and rather seems inclined to take up his abode here ; 
for, upon the strength of one visit only, he has got the key 
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of Adriana'd .treasure, I see : and sends for her ducats as 
fami|iarly^as he would for his owu.--;Then how he should 
come arrested !-— Til venture, however, to her house once 
more, and get the money, for him, if that Blowzahel, who 
claimed me for her husband, does not set her kitchen-stuff 
countenance in my way, and fright me from my purpose. 

[£jpii, R. 

SCENE ir.— ^ Chamber in the House 0/ Ant^holis^/ 

Ephesus* 

Enter Adrian A and Luciana, b.. 

yidr, (r.) What, Luciana, did he tempt thee so ? 
Alight'st thou perceive austerely in his eye. 
That he did plead in earnest ? Didst thou mark, 
Look*d he or pale, or red, or sad, or merry ? 
What observation, tell me, bould'st thou make 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ? 

Luc. (l.) First j he denied you had in him a right. 

Adr. He meant, he did me none—the more my wrong. 

.Lfuc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger here. 

Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he be. 

Luc, Then pleaded 1 for you. 

Adr. What said he then ? 
., Luc* That love I begg'd for you, he begg*d of me. 

Adr, With what persuasion did he tempt thy love ? 

Luc. (l.) With words that in an honest suit might 
move; 
First did he praise my beauty, then my sj^eech. 

Adr, Didst speak him fair ? 
. LuC' Have patience, I beseeeh you. 

Adr, (r.) I cannot, nor t will not hold me still. 
My tongue, though not nty heart, must have its scope. 
Oh,, he is shapeless, crooked, old, and sere. 
Vicious, ungentle, foolish, rude, unkind, 
D^form'd in person, more defbrm'd in soul. [Croues l. 

Luc. Yet do not give such way to your affliction, Ns. 

But call your bettei* reason to your aid : 

Ob, did my brother's mind but mate his person, 

Were bat his conduct gracefulas his visage. 

What woman might with Adriana boast 

So vast a fund of hymeneal bliss ! 

Trust then Jto time, and fault-repairing wisdom. 

To change his mind, nor soil, with partial breath, 

A form in nature's fairest colours drest. : 
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Adr, Oh, but I thinV hit* better tbM I wuf. 
And wish him Iciad and fair to me ftloue* 
Thus, hipwing like, Car from my iiett 1 cry, 
To pu»le and mislead intrudlug eyeit. 
That seek to rob me of my treasured blis& [Crmttt b« 

Enter Dromio or Syracd8S, u 

Dro. of Syr, pere, go I — ^the desk— the purse t-»iiow, 
niake haste. 

Lhc, How hast thou lost tliy breath ? 

Dro* of Syr. By running fast*. 

^1^. (Crossea c.) Where Is thy master, Dromio ? is he 
well? 

Dro* of Syr. (l.) No ; he's ra Tartar limbo--*a devil 
hadi him ; 
One whose hard heart is buttou'd up with iteel ; 
A fiend, a fury, pitiless and rough ; 
A back friend ; one that commands 
The passages of alleys, creeks, and lanes. 

Adt:. Why, nian, what is the matter ? 

Dro. f^ Syr. \ do not know the matter, but he is ar- 
rested, 

Adr, Arrested, is he ? — tell me, at whosa suit P 

Dro* of Syr. I do not know at whose suit he is arrested, 
but arrested he is — and his suit to you is, that you will 
send him Mistress Redemptioo, the money in his desk. 

Adr. Go, fetch it, sister. \E»tt Luciana^ r« 

This I wonder at, 

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt. 

Tell me, was he arrested on a bond ? 

Dro. of Syr. No, on the Mart.— Coffie> 'tis time that I 
were^ne. 

JU-enUr Luciana vith a Purse^ r. 

Adr: Go, Dromio, here's the monev, bear itstrait» 
And bring tliy master home immediately. lEje4i DromM, u 
Yet wherefore bring him home, since he lias lost 
All token of regard, and slights the place 
Where, once, he said,, his ev'ry comfort dwelt ? 
Why should I wish him here? and ye«| witiioitt himy 
What is this home to me ? 

Lite. Some vague conceit, 
'ftie phantom of the moqHBot, bath poBpest him ; 
It will away as soou. 

Atbr. Pray, Heaven^, il. may ;. 
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For till he shake it off, no mate have I, 

But jealous doiibt, or dark despondency. [E.veunt, r* 

SCENE lll.--7%tf ^/rtr^ 

£nt£r Antipholis of Syracuse^ wUh the Bracelet on hU 

arm> 

Ant. of Syr, There's not a man I meet but doth salute me^ 
As if I were his welUacquainted fiiehd ; 
And every one doth c^l me by my name. 
Some tender money to me, some invite me^ 
Some offer me eomniodities to buy. 
While others give me thanks for kindnesses* 
ISv'n now a tailor call'd me in his shop. 
And shew'd me silks that he had bought for me. 
And therewithal took measure of my body. 
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles ; 
And Lapland s^roerera inhabit here. 

Enter Dromio of Syracuse, b* 

Dro. of Syr, Master, here's the gold you sent me for. — 
What, have yoii got rid of the fiend ? 

Ant. of Syr. What gold is this ?— What fiend dost thou 
mean? 

/'^ Dtq, of Syr, He that came b^ind you, sir^ like an evil 
angel, and bid you forsake yonr liberty. 

Ani. of Syr, I understand thee not 

Dro, of Syr, No? — ^Why, 'tis plain enough. — ^'I'he man, 
sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
rests them : he, 'sir, that takes pity on decay'd men^ bu^ 
gives them Siuits of durance. 

Ant, of Syr, Me^u'st thou an officer ? 

Dro. of Syr, Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band— he ihat 
. brings any man to answer it, that breaks his bond. One 
that thinks a man always going to bed, and says, Heaven 
send you good rest ! 

Ant, of Syr. M^U, sir, there rest your foolery!— Is 
there any ship puts forth to night ? May we begone ? 

Dro. of Syr, Why, sir, I brought you word, an hour 
since, that the bark. Expedition, puts forth to-night, and 
then were you hindered by the sergeant, to tarry for the 
hoy, Delay. Here are the angels that you sent for, to de- 
liver you. 

Ant, of Syr. The fellow is distract, and so am I ; 

D 
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And here we wander in illusion. 

Sonne blessed power deliver us from heuce I — 

Enter Lesbia, t. 

Les. Well met, well met, Master Antipholis ! 
I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now. 

/s this the bracelet you promised me to-day ? 
Ant, 9/ Syr. What, more temptations ? 
Histress, you do impeach your modesty, 
Here in the street, thus to commit yourself 
Into the hands of one who knows yon not. , 

Let. Not Icnow me ? — how ?.^Am I not Lesbia ? 
And are you not Antipholifl ? — Nay, jest not ; 
Return with me, and we ^11 mend our 6heer. 

Ant, of Syr» Have you no bashfulness ; no sense of 
shame ; 
No touch of modesty ? Why will you tear 
Ungentle words from my reluctant tongue ? 

Les* I would not do so, good Antiphoiin $ 
I do but ask for what you promised me. 

Ant, of Syr, I promised thee ? j 

L€9, Ay, as we sat at dinner. 4 

Ant, of Syr, f ne'er beheld thy face until this instant. 

Les,, And told'st me that thy wife 

Ant. of Syr. My wife ?— thou sorceress ! 

Dro, of Syr. Master, you certainly hare been married, 
and have forgot it. 

Let, Say, did you not, Antipholis ? 

Ant. of Syr. I tell thee, no. 

Les. Nor take my ring ? 

Ant. of Syr, No, no— nor comprehend 
What thy false tongue hath utter'd. Dromio, 
Follow me to our inn— I will not stay» 
T\Nor longer listen to thy sorceries. 

[Exity E, Lesbia offering tofoUow. 

Dro. of Syr, No, you don't. [Draws.] Here's my charm 
agaiinst witches. Mistress, it is written that evil spirits 
appear to men like angels of light. Light is an effect of fire, 
and fire will burn. — Ergo— light wenches will b«rn — 
therefore we will not trust ourselves near yon. 



- 



Les* Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad, 
Else would he never so demean himself. 
A ring he hath of mine, worth forty ducats, 
And, for the 9ame, he promised me a bracelet j 



[EjfU, R. 
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Both one and other be denies me now. 

What then remains ? what measures shall I take ? 

My way Is now to hie home to his house. 

And tell his wife^ that, bein^ lunatic, 

He rush'd into my house, and took, perforce, " 

My riugaway.'— This course I fittest chuse, 

To right myself against this madman's wrong* [Eani, R* 

SCENE IV.—^ Street. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephesus, and Officer, l. 

'Ant, ofEph, Fear me not, man! I will not break away. 
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money 
To warrant thee, as I'm 'rested for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to*day. 
And will not lightly trust the messenger. 
That I should be attached in Ephesus, 
I tell you, will sound harshly in her ears. 
Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money. 

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, mth a Rope. 

Ant. o/Eph. How now, sir, have you that I sent you for? 

Dro. of Eph, Here*if that, I'll warrant you, will pay 
them all. 

ArU. of Eph. But where*s the money ? 

Dro. of Eph. Why, air, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant, of Eph. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 

Dro, of Eph. I'll serve you, sir, five thousand at that rate. 

Ant* of Eph, To what end did 1 bid tliee hie thee hence ? 

Dro. of Eph, To a rope's end, sir, and to that end am 
I retuni'd. 

Ant. of^Eph. And to that end, sir, will I welcome you. 

\^Beat8 him over to the L. 

Offi, Good sir, be patient. [Holds Ant. r. 

Dro. of Eph, Nay, 'tis for me to be patient, I am in 
adversity. 

OJl Good now, hold thy tongue. 

Dro. of Eph. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his hands. 

Ant. of Eph. Thou stupid, senseless villain I 

Dro. of Eph. I would I were senseless, sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. • 

Ant. of Eph. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, 
and so is an ass. 

Dro. of Eph,. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it by 
tiiy endurance. I have served him from the hour of my 

d2 
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nativity to this instattt, and have had nothing at his hands 
for my service but blows — When 1 am cold, he heats me 
with beating ; when I am warm, he cools n)e with beating* 
I am waked with it when I sleep, raised with it when I sit, 
driven out of doors with it when I go abroad, welcomed 
home with it when I return ; nay, I bear it on my shoul- 
ders, as a beggar does her brat — and, I think, when he 
hath lamed me, 1 shall beg with it from door to door. 

y^nt, of Eph, Well, we'll along ; my wife is coming 
yonder. 

Enter Aoriana, Luciana, Lesbia, Dr. Pinch > and 
Servants, l.. Servants stand behind, c. 

Dro, of Eph> Mistress, respice finem, respect your end— 
or rather tlie prophecy, like the parrot, beware of the 
rope's end- 

•Ant. of Kph, Wilt thou still prate ? art thou not quieted ? 
Then take thou that, and that. [Beats him over to R* 

Offi* Good sir, be patient. 

Les. How say you now ? Is not your husband mad ? 

Adr, His incivility confirms no less ; 
Good Dr. Pinch, you are a skilful man, 
Establish him in his true sense aghin. 
And I will pay you what I have i* the world. 

Luc, Alas ! how fiery and how fierce he looks ! 

Les, Mark how he trembles in his ecstacy \ 

Pinch. [Crosses to Ant, of Eph] Give me your hand, 
and let me feel your pulse. 

Ant, ofEph, There is my hand, and let it feel your ear» 

[Strikes, 

Pinch, [Crosses, L.] I charge thee, devil, housed within 
this man. 
To yield possession of my patient ; 
Or I shall play the devil with ^hee' straight. 

Ant. of Eph, Peace, doting wizard, peace ! I am not 
mad I 

Adr, Oh, that thou wert not, poor distracted soul ! 
• Ant, of Eph. You minion, you, are these your customers ? 
Did this companion, with the saffron face. 
Revel and feast it at my board to-day ? 
While upon me the guilty doors were shut. 
And I denied to enter in my house ? 

Adr, (l. c.) Oh, husband! Heaven doth know'you dined 
at home, 
Where, would you had remain*d until this time; 
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Free ft'Om these slanders, and this open fthan«. 
^nt. of Eph, (r. c.) Dined at home ! Thou villain, what 

say*st thou ? 
Dro. o/Eph, (r.) Sir, sooth to say, you did not ^ne at 

homer ' 
Ant. ofEpH. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I shut 

out ? 
Dro, of Eph, In sooth, your doors were loc1c*d, and you 

shutout.' 
Ant, of Eph. And did not she herself revile me there ? 
Dro. ofEph. Sans fable, she herself reviled 7011 there. 
Ant. (^ Eph. And did not I, in rage, depart from thence ? 
Dro. of Eph. In verity you did— my bones bear witness. 
That since have felt the vigour of your rage. 
- 'Adr, Is*t good to soothe hiiA in tiiese bohtraries ? 
Pinch. It is no blame ; the fallow finds his vein ; 
And yielding to htm humotti-s well his frenzy. 
Ant. of Eph. Thou hast subom'd the goldsmith to 

arrest me. . 

Adr. Alas ! I sent you money to redeem you, . 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 
Dro. of Eph, Mou^yby met Heart and good- will you 
might. 
But surely, roaster, not a doit of raon6y. 
Ant. of Eph. Went'st thou not to her for a purse of 

• ducats? 
Adr. He came to me, and I deliverted it. 
Luc. And I am witness with lier, that she did. 
Dro. of Eph. Heaven and the rope-maker can bear me 
witness 
> I'hat I was sent for nothing bat^a rope. 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master are possess'd^ 
1 know it by their pale and deadly looks : 
They must be bound, and laid in some dark room. 
Ant. of Eph. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth 
to-day ? 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 
Adr. I did not, gentle husband, l(x:k.thee forth. 
Dro. of Eplu And, gentle master, I recei\'ed no gdd ; 
But I can swear, sir, that we were lock'd out. 
Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak'st false in both. 
Amt. of Eph. Dissemblini^ harlot, thou art false in ail ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack« 
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me. 

d3 
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But, with these nails, I'll plack out those false eyes, 
l^at would behold me in this shameful sort 

Adr, Oh, hold him, hold him ! let him not come neat* 
me ! [Two Officers seize him. 

Pinch, More company ! The fiend is strong within him. 

Ant, of Bph, What, will you murder me ? — ^l^hou officer, 
I am thy prisoner ; wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue ? 

Offi, Masters, let him go : [Advances beticeen (hem. 

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him. 

Pinch. Go, bind that man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr, What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer ? 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself ? 

Offi, He is my prisoner ; if I let him go. 
The debt he owes will be required of me. 

Adr, Good master doctor, see him safe convey'd 
Home to thy house — Oh, most unhappy day ! 

Ant, of Eph, Oh, most unhappy strumpet ! 

[Officers force qff Antipholis of EphesuSy Drqjmio, and 

Pinch, R.] 

Adri I will discharge thee — 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor — 
But say, whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Offi, One Angelo, a goldsmith— do you know him ? 

Adr, I know the man — what is the sum he owes ? 

Offi Two hi^ndred ducats. 

Adr, Say, how grows it due ? 

Offi Due for a bracelet, which your husband had. 

Adr, He did bespeak*t for me, but had it not. 

Les, ^Crosses to Adr,] Whert as your husband, all in 
rage, torday. 
Came to my house, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I saw upon his finger now,) 
Straight after did I meet him with the bracelet. 

Adr, It may be so, but I did never see it. 
Officer, bring me where the goldsmith is ? 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. [Noise without y r. 

Luc, Heaven, for thy mercy ! they are loose again L 

Adr, And come with naked* swords I 
Let*s tall more help, to have them bound again. 

Offi, Away ! they'll kill us ! • {Exeunt y r. 

[Noise again by Dr, Pinch and Serbants, r.] 
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JEnter Antipholis of Syracuse, and Dromio of Syra- 
cuse, with drawn Swords, r. 

Dro. of Syr, She, that woald be your wife, no^ ran 
from yoii. 

^ni. of Syr. Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff from 
thence. 
I long that we were safe'^and sound aboard. 

Dro, of Syr, 'Faith, stay here this night— they will surely 
do us no harm — ^you saw they spake us fair, gave us gold. 
Methinks they are such a gentle nation, that, but for the 
m(mntain of mad flesh, who claims iliarriage of me, I could 
find in my heart to stay here still, and turn witch myself. 

AfU. of Syr, I will not stay, to-night, for all the town, 
So many, and such strange events, pursue me ; 
'Tis mad Bess all ! and 1 begin to doubt. 
That even love and beauty are but snares. 
To plunge my soul in yet severer cares. [Exeunt y l. 

\^Dr, Pinch runs across from r. to l. aper them,] 

END OF ACT IV. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I«— ^ Street before a Priory, 

Enter Angelo and Charts, t. 

Ang, I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder'd you ; 
But i protest he had the jewel of me, 
Though most dishonestly he did deny it. 

Cha, How is the man esteem *d here in the city ? ^ 

Ang, Of very reverend estimation, sif. 
Of credit infinite, highly beloved, 
Second to none that lives within our walls. 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Cha. Speak softly ; yonder, as I think, he Cf^mes. 

Attg, 'Tis so, and that same bracelet on his arm. 
Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me ; I'll speak to him* 

Enter AnTipbolis of Syracuse, and Dromio of Syra- 



cuse, R. 



S^goor Antipholis, I wonder much 

lliat you would put nie to tiiis ^hame and trouble. 
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And DOt without some scandal to yourself ; 
With circumstance and oaths' so to deny 
This bracelet, which you wear so openly. 
Besides the charge, the shame, im prison men t, 
You have done wrong to this my honest friend ; 
Who, but for staying on our controversy. 
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea1;o-day. 
This jewel you had of me — Can you deny it ? 

AnU of Syr. I know I had — I never did deny it. 

Cha. Yes, that you did, sir^-and fores vyore it too. 

Ant. of Syr. Who heard me to deny or to forswear it ? 

[CrosseSyC. 

Cha* These cai's of mine, thou knowest well^ did hear 
thee. 
Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou livest 
To M^k where any honest men resort. 

Ant, of Syr, Thou art a villain to impeach me thus : 

[Draws* 
I'll prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against thee with my life, if thou darest stand it 

CfM. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain ! - [Draws. 

Enter Aormna, Luciana, Lesbia, and Servants/ l. 

Adr, Hold ' hurt him not, for Heaven's sake ! — he's mad ! 
Dro. of Syr, Run, master, run, for Heaven's sake ! take 
house ! 
This is some priory ; — in, or we are spoiled ! 

[Exeunt to the Priory ^ c. D. f. — the rest following. 
Adr, Pursue them, I beseech ye — bring them back. 

[Servants, going, are stopt by the Abbess, 

Enter /^Abbess, and two Sisters, from the Priory , c, d, f. 

Abb, Be quiet, people ! wherefore throng ye Jiither ? 

Adr, To fetch my poor distracted husband hence. 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 
A'bd bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang, I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Cha. I'm sorry now that I did draw upon him. 

Abb. How long hath this possession held th6 man ? 

Adr, This week he hath been heavy, sour, and sad. 
And much, much different from the man he was : 
But, till this afternoon, his fatal passion 
Ne'er broke into extremity of rage. 

Abb. Hath he not lost much wcaltli by wreck at sea ? 
Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
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• 

Strayed his affection in unlawful love ? 
A sin, prevailing much in youthful men. 

Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing ! 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr* To none of them, except it be the last. 
Namely, some love, tbkt drew him oft from houie*^ 

Ahh, You should for that have reprehended hiui. 

Adr, Why, so I did* 

Abh* Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr, As roughly as my modesty would let me.^ 

Ahb, Haply, in private. 
. Adr, And in assemblies toob 

Abb, Ay, but not enough. 

Adr, It was the copy of our conference-^ 
In bed, he slept 4iot for my urging it ; 
.At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 
Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 
In company, I often glanced at it ; 
Still did I tell him, it was vile and base. 

Ahb, And therefore came it that the man was mad. 
The venom'd clamours of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog*s tooth ! 
Thou say'st, his sports were hinder'd with thy brawls ; 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue 
But moody, mopish, and dull Qielancholy, 
Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ? 
And at her heels, a huge, infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life ? 
The consequence is» then, thy jealousies 
Have scai-ed thy husband from his better sense. ' 

Luc, She never reprehended him but gently, 
When hedemeau'd himself rough, rude, and wild. 
Why "bear you these rebukes, and answer not .> 

Adr, She did betray me to my own reproof. 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

\ServaifUt are about to enter d. f. 

Abb, No, not a creature enters in my house. 

Adr. Then let your servants bring my husband forth. 

Abb, Neither— he toolt this place for sanctuary ; 
And it shall privilege him from your hands. 
Till I have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lose my labour in essaying it. 

Adr, I will attend my husband ; be his nurse ; 
Diet his sickness ; for it is my office ; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. . 
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u4M, Be patient, for I will not let liim slir 
'r\\\ I have used th' approved means I Icnow, 
Witli wliolesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers. 
To bring him to his former state a^n. 
It is a branch and parcel of my oath, 
A charitable duty of my order ; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence and leave my husband here. 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness 
To separate the husband and the wife. 

^bb. Be quiet, and depart — ^thou shaltnot have him. 
~ [EjeeurU Abbess ami Sisters to the Priory, c. du f* 

Luc, Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

Adr. Come) then, I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise until my prayers and tearC ' 

[Crosses to Lesbia^ 
Have won l^is grace to come in person hither. 
And take, perforce, my. husband from this Abbess* 

Cha. Qy this I tliink the dial points at five. 
Anon, I'm sure the Duke himself, in person^ 
Comes this way to the meiancholy vale ; 
The place of death, and sorry execution. 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ang. Upon what cause ?. ■ ■ 

Cha. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant^ 
Who put unluckily into this bay. 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his oifence. 

Ang. See where they come ! we will behold his death* 

[Lesbia crosses behind to Chares. 

Luc, Kneel to the Duke, before he pass the abbey. 

E7iter DuKB, i£GE0N, Executioner, Officers, attd 

Guards, l. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly^ 
If any friend will pay the sum for him. 
He shall not die ; so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred Duke, against the Abbess ! 

Duke. 8he is a virtuous and a reverend lady ! 
It cannot be that she has done tliee wrong. 

Adr, May it please your grace, Ahtipholis, my husband. 
Whom I made lord of me, and all I had. 
At your important letters, this ill day, 
A most outrageous fit of madness seized him ; 
That desperately he harried through the street : 
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With him his bondman, all as mad as he. 

Doing displeasure to the citizens, 

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 

Rings, jewels, any thing hifl rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and sent him home, 

Whilst, to take order for the wrongs, I went. 

Which here and there his fury had committed. 

Anon (I wot not by what strong escape) 

He broke from those who had the guard of him. 

And, with his mad attendant, with drawn swoids. 

Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 

Chased us away ; till, raising of more aid, 

We came agtun to bind them-^then they fied 

Into this abbey, whither we pursued them ; 

But here the abbess shuts the gates on us, 

And will not suffer us to fetch him out. 

Nor send him 'forth, that we may bear him hence. 

Therefore, most gracious Duke, with thy command. 

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 

Duke* Long since, thy husband served me in my wars^ 
And I to thee engaged a prince's word. 
When thou didst make him master of thy bed. 
To do him all the good and grace I could. 
Go, some of ye, knock at the abbey gate. 
And bid the lady abbess come to me. 
I will determine liils before 1 9i^T,\ExU a Gentlemany c.d.f. 

Enter Bridget, l. 

Brid. Oh, mistress, mistress I haste and save yourself! 
My master and his man are both broke loose ! 

Adr» Peace, fool I thy master and his man are here. 
And that is false thou dost report to us. 

Brid, Mistress, upon my life I tell you true, 
I have not breathed almost since I did see them. {Noise, u 
Hark ! hark ! I hear them, mistress — ^fly I begone ! 

ICrossseif R., eofif Bridget^ R. 
. iSOifke. Fear nothing ! 1*11 protect you. 

Adr. Ah, me \ it is my husband I Witness all 
That he is borne about invisible ! 
Even now we housed him in the abbey there. 
And now he's here, past thought of human reason. 
JIttier Antiphous of Ephesus and Dromio of Ephe- 

sus, L. 
Ant. of Eph, Justice, most gracious duke I Oh, grant 
me justice ! 
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Even for the service, tha^^ long since, I did thcei, 
When I bestrode thee in the. wars, and took 
Deep scars to sare thy life ; even for the blood. 
Which then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

Mqeon. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see my son Antipholis and Dromio. 

AtU, of Eph. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman 
there. 
She, whom thou gavest to me to be my wife, 
She hath abused and dishonoured me, 
£ven in the strength and height of injury. 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 

Ant, of Eph. This day, great Duke, she shut the doors 
upon me. 
While she within was feasting with her minions. 

Duke, (c.) A grievous fault I Say, woman, did'st thou 
so ? 

Adr,{vi. c.) No, my good lord; myself, he, and my 
sister, ' 

To-day did dine together — so befall my soul, 
As that is false, he burdens me withal. 

Luc, {yu-c.) Ne'er may I look on day, nor sleep on 
night, 
But she doth tell your highness simple truth ! 

Ang. (r.) O perjured woman ! they are both forsworn 5 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 
My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with him, 
That he dined not at home, but was locked out. 

Duke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this 1 
I think you all have drank of Oli'ce's cup. 
If here you housed him, here he would have been- 
Vou say he dined at home ; the goldsmith here 
peuies that saying — Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro* of Eph, Sir, he dined with her there, at the Por- 
cupine. 

Les, He did, and from my finger snatchM that ring, 

AnU of Eph, 'Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 

Duke, Saw*st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

Les. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 

Dt^Jte, This is most strange ! Go, call the abbess hither. 

[_Eafit Gentleman, l. d. f. 

JEgeon, [Crosses to Duke."] Most mighty Duke, vouch- 
safe me speak a word ! 
Haply I see a friend will save my life,- ' 

And pay the sum that may deliver me. 
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Duke. Speak freely, Syracusap, what thou wilt 

Mgeon, Is not your name, sir, called Autipholis ? 
And is not tliat, your liondman, Dromio ? *y 

Ant, of Eph. Time, reverend hapless man, we are so 
caird. 

Mgeon. I am sure that both of ye remember me. 

Ant, of Eph, Remember you ! 

JEgeon. Why look you strange on me ? yon know me 
well. 

Ant, of Epih, I never saw you in my Kfe till now. 

Mgeon. Oh, grief hath changaS^ine since you saw me 
last! 
And careful hours, with Time's deforming liAiid, 
Have written strange defeatures in my face. 
But tell me yet— dost thou not know my voice ? 

AfU, of Eph. Neither. 

Mgeon, Not know my voice ? Oh, time's extremity ! 
Hast thou so crack 'd and splitted my poor tongue 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
'Knows not my feeble key of untuned cares ? ' 
Though now this grained faee of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow. 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze up. 
Yet hath'^y night of life some memory, 
My wasting lamp, some fading glimmer left; 
All these old witnesses— I camiot err— 
Tell me, thou art my son, Autipholis. 

Ant, of Eph, I never saw' my father in my life. 

^geon. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 
Thou know'st we parted — but perhaps, my son. 
Thou sham*st t' acknowledge me In misery } 

Ant. of Eph, The Duke, and all that know me in the 
city. 
Can witness with me that It is not so. 
I ne'er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke, I tell theef^, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholis, 
.During which time, he ne'er saw Syracusa. 
•I see thy age and dangers make tl^ee dote. 

^n/^r Gentlemen, a;?^ Abbess, teith Antipholis q.f Syra- 
cuse, atid Dromio of Syracuse, /ro/n the Priory, c, d. f. 

Abb, (c.) Most mighty Duke, behold a man much 

wrong'd ! 
Adr. I see two husbands, or my eyes deceive me. 

£ 
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Duke» One of these men is genius to the other ! 
But of the two, which is the natural man, 
And wliich the spirit ? who deciphers them ? 

Ant. ofSyr* -Afccon — art thou not ? 

0, my dear father ! who hath bound him thus ? 
Abb, Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds. 

And gain a husband by liis liberty. 
Speak, old JSgeon, if Uiou be'st the man. 
That had'st a wife once caird i£milia, 
Who bore thee, at a burden, two fair sous ; 
O ! if thou be*st the saiqe iEgeon, speak, 
And speak unto the same ^Emilia ! 
y Mgeon. Emilia ! O, support thyself, my soul ! 
Till I, once more, have caught within my arms 
Their long-lost happiness ! 

Mmiiia. Thou art iEgeon, then ? 1 do not dream-r 
My husband I take, take the reviving heart. 
Spotless and pure as when it first was thine,. 
Which, from the cloister of religious solitude. 
No voice but thine could ever have recall'd. [Embraces, 

Ant* of Syr, If I not interrupt such sacred feelings^ 
llius let me bend, and mingle tears of rapture. 
O raise, my father, raise your reverend hands. 
And bless your truant son 1 

JEgeon. My dearest boy ! 
This is too much— O curb thy joys a moment. 
And have compassion on thy father's weakness : 
But, if my feeble brain deceives me not. 
One anxious question yet remains to ask ; 
Heart of my heart,-resolve me ; where*8 that son 
"\Who floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 
^ jEmilia. By men of £pidamnum, he and I 
And the twin, Dromio, all were taken up : 
But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth, 
By force, took Dromio and my son from them, 
And me they left with those of Epidamnuni. 
What then became of them I cannot leli^;; 

1, to this fortune which you see me in. 

,^ Ant, of Eph, And he, reserved to share the happier 
hours • 

Of hindear parents ; whom, till now, unknown. 
He greets with nature's best and fondest feelings. 
.Another tie my fortune yet allots. 
And thus I claim it! 
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Ant. of Syr* Welcome, dearest brother 1 

[They embrace,' 

Both Dro, Welcome, dearest br<Jther I [T7iey embrace. 

Ant. of Syr. Ne'er may we feel a separation more ! y^ 

Duke. Why, here begins his rooruing story right. 
These plainly are the parents to these childreui 
Who thus amazingly are met together. 

MmUia. Most gracious Duke ! [Crosses to Duke. 

Duke. One moment's pause, and all your griefs shall 
end. — 
Antipholis, tliou camest from Corinth first ? 

Ant. of Syr, Not I, my lord ; I came from Syracuse. 

Duke* Stay, stand apart — 1 know not which is which. 

Ant. of Eph. I came from Corinth, my most gracious 
lord. 

Dro. of Eph, And I with him. 

Ani. of Eph. Brought to this town by that right famous 
warrior> 
Duke Minaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Ang, That is the bracelet, sir, you had of me. 

Ani. of Syr. I think it be, sir ; I deny it not. 

Ant of Eph. And you, sir, for the same, arrested me. 

Adr. i sent you money, sir, to be your bail,^ 
By Dromio, but I think he brought it not. 

Dro. of Eph. No, none by me. 

Ant 'of Syr. This purse of ducats I received for you. 
And Dromio, my man, did bring them me : 
I see we still did meet each other's man. 
And, thereupon, these errors all arose. 

Dro. of Eph. You fsee, brother, these wise folks can't 
blame us in these matters. 

Dro. of Syr.. Really, brother, I think not. 

Ant. of Eph. These ducats pawn I for my father, here.. 

Ant. of Syr. It shall not be — I will procure his life, ^ 
To make some small amends for leaving him 
Alone and friendless. 

[Duke signs to the Officers to take Mgeon's chains ; 
they do so, and go off, l.] 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to day ? 

Ant. of Syr. [Crosses to JEgeon.] I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. Are you not my husband ? 

[To Antipholis of Syracttse. 

Ant. of Eph, No ; I say nay to that. 

[Crosses to Adriana. 
Ant. of Syr, And so do I — ^yet she did call me so ; 
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And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, 

[Crosses to Luciana. 
Did cal) me brother — What I told you then, 
I hope I shall have leisure to make good ; 
'^nd, that the heart which beats alone for you, 
May, now the mist of error is dispersed, 
Which made thee fearful for thy virgin fame. 
Obtain a gentle hearing. 

Luc. Should I find thee 
Worthy and constant, as my mind suggests, 

N'JThe general joy that smiles around shall not 
Be daiup*d by any vain reserve of mine. 

Abb, Renowned Duke, vouchsafe to take the pains 
To go with OS into the abbey here. 
And hear, at large, discoursed all our fortunes; 
And all that are assembled in this place. 
That by this sympathised one day's eriors 
Have suffer'd wrong, go, keep us company. 
And you shall have full satisfaction. 
The Duke, my husband, and my children both. 
And you, the calendars of their nativity. 
Go to a gossip's feast ; go all wiUi me ; 
After so long grief, such festivity ! 
>. Duke. With all my heart, I'll gossip at tibis feast, 
>^nd be a cheerful witness of the blessings. 
Your pions faith, and virtuous resignadou. 
Have drawn upon you from relenting Heaven ! 

Mgeon. Come, and partake 
The joys that gild the evening of our days. 

MmUia. Joys past the reach of hope !«-ottr lesaon this, 
That misery past endears our present bliss ; 
Whei*ein we read, with wonder and delight. 
This sacred truth, " Whatever is, is right." 
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Ji.fiEET rf^ «m1 BfiUoii hlia ks particular pi^ndices, fashionisi 
i«4 ^tHkewtioosv—wIuth, fa»i[in^ had their day, go oflT, and are 
a«cc9«M by Qthwi : aod it fretqaaDtly ha{>peB8,tnat wtiat ww 
•n^bkctofadimratUHi at one tuiie, is treated With contempt and 
ndiooie at iuipiber* 

Vm more iimn a tieatB|7, 4ie proTailiog ta3t9 of Europe wtif 
4iiiT«Uinp^ to JentaalenbT-KiagS) princes, nobles, Disnojis, j^riests^ 
•ad firianu ran thither in crowdiii* At another ^ihie, pil^pnmages 
4» Rome irere in hish Togisie. Wbois nrovinc^ wi^re overnia 
with flaj^ellants. About the end of 1^^ sUteenth century, 
ODtldlD^ was ttlked of but vizards waA. vitcheiu la Hungfry, 
'Moeavia, Silesia, and Poland, Vpm^if^ v:^^^ a hundred yee^rs 
mnee, the order of the dfky. . Every agia ha^ had its fooleries ; 
Hm So«th-Sea Bobble, tU Cook-Lane Qhips^ Doctor Gr^r 
ham*s oelcstiai Bed, and Gall and Spartzbeim's |^ew System of 



dianiologyi 



o - *pr f^M^ivcf, ire we tald, i}\^ it WM ^oimnion to see 
I, who had bean d«ad seve^nid ^fstm-r^h f^t ^i^t, seyeni) 
Months 1 1 come W^k sgsU)« walk, aboat, infest villages, torniieut 
men and cattle, suck the nlood gf their relatiqnfs, throw thei^ 
tnta dBsor d er^ and, at Just, O0ca9>On their dsathi and there was 
fl6 way of ffpettiag; rid af. these tnwblMQime visitant, but by 
lliglliiig them oot qf their gmy^ impdlis^ them, cuttioe off 
^wfr -heads, taking oRit their nearta, 9m bumii^ their bocues ; 
A tediaifl,aiMl, eertaitdy, no very Agreeable mode o^ cixorcising. 
The name by which w^ie strangja apponrancas ivere knowi^ 
-araa Qi^tror, or Vtmpim i and the stories about theip ifere 
ieiated trith aiioh mmnte psrticakirity asd probability of circump 
aiaBces, that aearaeiv a ifsh, wanaa, or enild, ooold be fonn^ 
■who had not seen a VampiriB, and was ready, like iitt)e Moses. 
^H take their oath of It^ 

• It is certain, that tm superaUtioD of this qort w^s known ip 
(aaikiuily. Seilreh the histoples o^ the Jews, Egyptiai^, GreeMi, 
and Romaas ; and aothiag will he fiiuMd that eonnes near it. It 
•was a fasneral ooiaion among the aadmC^ ihnt njiagic rwght 
'be ammayed, hotn to deprive people af their lives, app to ruae 
thf spints of the dapatted* IJhetm are some pas^igas cited. 
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whkh prmrey thgt it was a pierailing notioD, io certaia tlmas, 
Uiat wizards sucked the Mood of men and chiUran. In the 
twelfth ceotniy) there appeared ghosts, of much the same species 
as those m Hungary ; bat in no history do we read of anything 
so oommcm, ot so circumstantial, as the Tarioos, and seemingly 
well-authenticated, relations of Vampires in Germany. 

Without presuming tq quiestioD sacn respectable authority, wa 
mav reasonably ask, how Vampires could come out <if their graves^ 
and go into them again : for tnis pmrticular is mentioned in enr«y 
story of this sort, as a certain fact. ' That a bod^ buried five or 
six ^t under, grpund, i;rith no room to move or stir, ^were it so 
inclined,) wrapped close in a 'shroud, and naded up m a coffin, 
should extricate itsdf firom all these obstacles, come again above 
ground, and play such singular vagaries; and, after that^^re* 
turn to its former state, get under the earth arain, and be there 
found entire, full of blopd^ and, in all respects, uke a living bod^; 
is a query that may fairiy startle the most inveten^te benever in 
supematuial appearances. With a strong disposition to tha 
marvellous ourselves, we could have wished that the relationa 
transmitted to us^ concerning Vampires, had explained these dii- 
ficulties in a more' satisfactory manner. 

' We are told by Pliny, that the soul of Hennotimus of Cliixo- 
mens had a trick of ft«qiiently leaving his bodv, and, upon oonung 
back again, would give an account of several events which hap- 
pened^ at a great aistance. One day, when it was out nfaon a 
ramble, the CantharidiB, Hermotimurs enemies, seiied his oody, 
which lay with scarcdijr any signs of lite, and burnt if, — ^ Donee 
cremato e&rpere immici {qui VemHoridm vooeAanturJ remeautt 
cninue vdtU vagmam ad&merinlV Thb expedient effiectnalhr 
put a stop to the future excursions of Master Hermotimus, and 
rairiy laid him in the Red Sea. 

<^ The Specti^ Bridegroom** is foonded on a story contained in 
the Sketch Book, whicn Mr. Irving himself bonowedfipon tiw 
French. Mr. Moacrieff has dramatised this tale with skill and 
pleasantiT ; it is quite extrava^t enooeh to answer the pur- 
poses of fairce, witnoot running mto that nidaoos andnoiweBsical 
diahUine^ which has been so popular of late. 

This iaroe contains scndm droll situations and whimsical equi- 
voque. The mistakes and misapprehensions of the MimuikU * 
family — ^the superstitioos terrors of Dtdnry—maA tha IndieroaB 
surprise uCMr. Ntcodentue^ keep tlie audience in ooDtinnal mer* 
rimeat . We agree with the author, that the subiect is better 
adapted to Force than to Mdo-drame. Indeed, the latter speciea 
of entertainment is so contrary to good taste'and common aenae, 
that we care not how soon it is banished from the stage. 

Mr. Cooper, in N kode m tUy was sufficiently sepukhnd and so- 
lemn. He looked iust soch a personage as might be expected to 
** revisit the pale gumpees of ttiejnoMi," either for re m m ati mi, or 
resnSGitation. Little Knight was excellent in Dickcry ; the bomii 
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and furpilte with which he aoaoiiiices the re^tppearanoe of the de- 
parted; and his quaint apology ibr theddnsian, — ^that a ghoat 
18 a miiit, and that apirita are apt to get into his head, were fiiree 
in right earnest. We have sabse^nently seen Mr. J. RnsseU in 
the character, and, without bringing him into immediate compa- 
rison with Kniffht, we may jostJh^ assign him no small sliare of 
approbation. We shoald be glad to see the talents of this very 
deserving actor called into more frequent exertion. Gattie, in 
Squire AldwinkU^ contributed to his share of the amusement ; 
and Mrs. Oroer, and Miss Smithson, in Georg^aa and Lamnioy 
were arch and lively. 

C*D O. 
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YAUNTINGTON.— Blue coat, white waistcoat, white pantaloon^ 
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M. D. Middle Door. 
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. iU ftC. C. LC. L. 



THE SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— ^fl ApartmeiU in Mr. Nicodemwf* Home. 

Enter Servant and Nicodbmus, b. 
Nic. (b.) My cousin's servant, Paul, inquiring for me ! 
What can he( possibly want with me ? Let him come in. 
[Exit Servant,] It must certainly be Nome business of 
life and death, to make my gay thoughtless cousin send to 
me ; for, though every one allows we are like as two peas 
in person, no one has ever discovered the slightest simila- 
rity in our minds : he has none of my solidity, none of my 
depth and gravity ;— he 's all volatility,— wild, uncertain,— 
Hey, oh ! here Paul comes. Well, Paul, what brings you 
liere ? 

Enter Paul, l. 

Paul. iOying.'] Oh, sir, such a relation ! your poor 
cousin 

Nic. Poor cousin ? Why* he hasn't, surely, gambled away 
all his estates on a cast of the die ? 

Paul. Worse than that, sir ; though, to be sure, it is 

through the die he has lost every thing. Ah, sir, whe^n I 

look at you, it renews all my. grief; poor gentleman, I 

-foncy I see him still—oh, oh ! [Cr^g. 

Nh. What mean you ? Explain, good Paul ; what horrible 
event are you going to relate ? 

Paul. My poor master, sir— unfortunate gentleman, he 
was Just going to sow all his wild oats in a marrnge with 
the young and beautiful Miss A Id winkle, daughter of the 
rich Squire Aldwinklc, of Aldwinkle Hall—- oh ! oh ! oh ! 
•. Nic' Well ! — what was there so very shocKIng in that ? 
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Paui, Yoa shall hear, sir : they had never seen ODe.iiii- 
other ; but my master had sent his portrait, which was ap- 
proved of both by the young lady and his father. 

Nic. No doubti if he remained as lilce me as he used to 
be. 

Paul* Very true, sir : it was settled that my poor master 
was to go to Aldwinlde Hall this very evening^ that the 
ceremony m^ht take [flaoe out of hand. 

JVic. Well, and why didn't Be go ? 

PauL He did go, sir ; but going and coming are two 
different things ; and it will be long enough before they 
find him come Uy Aldwinkle tiall— oh ! ^ ! 

Nic. Why? 

Paul. A slight impediipent, sir. — We set out, the first 
thing this morning, on our way there ; but had scarcely per- 
formed a third part of the journey, when my poor master 
fell down in an apoplectic fit !-^oh ! oh ! oh 1* 

Nic. Uuhfippy ^aiipar. ! h\\% w>ba( opuld he ^pect, living 
as he did ? 

Paul* He expected to be married, sir, and repent ; bi^t 
the Fates ordered it otherwise. Atropos came witli her 
damujpd shears^ and cut his vital .thready as clo^e as any 
tailor in tlie kingdom could have done. Just before he 
j;ave his last kick, he called me to him, and squeezing my 
hand, exclaimed, '* Paul, my dear Paul, as soon as it's aU 
over, send my l)udy to the half-way^house, where dinne^: 
will be waiting for me ; then hasten to my cousin, Abra- 
ham, (that's you, sir;) bid him set off immediately to Ald- 
winkle Hall, break out the melancholy news to the Old 
Squire and my dear Georgiana; return, bury me decently, 
-write; an epitaph to my meoiory, take alt I*m worth iw his 
pains, and I shall rest in peace !-~-oh, oh ! 

Mow Poor fellow 1 Did he die rich ? 

Paul, Pretty well for that, sir* 

ATtc. Thea his wishes sbali be compiled with. I'll lock 
-up ray grand Treatise on Vampires, hasten to Aldwinkle 
UdM this very moment, and return here the first thing to- 
morrow morning, to make preparations for the funeral. 
Unhappy Gaspar ! be was the last of the Nicodemiu 
family, except myself. What a pity he wasn't as like me 
in other tilings as he was in person. But drink ! drink ! 
was the rain of him. I'll go directly, and break the 
melancholy news to JVtlsa and tlie Old Gentleman; while 
you, Paul, you— •-*- 
' Paul, rilgotothe half-way-house, and watch over my 
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poor master's remains. Poor gentleman ! drink was, as 
yon say, sir, the ruin of him. Heigho! sorrow is dry I I 
must get a little drop of something to comfort pit for his 
foss. Goodbye, sir! — Oh! oht 

Nic. (l.) Farewell, Paul. Hen, fugaces ! What frail 
creatares we are ! [Eapetftit, r. 

SCE^^ II.—^ii Apartment in Aldunnhle ffaS. 

Emier Gboi^oiana om^ Laviku, r. . 

' 'Lav, (c.) If yon aslc ray arlvice, voj dear Georgitfna, I 
nliist candidly express my opinion, tnat, as you wish fo 
marry' Captain Vaontitigton, who has no money ; and Mr. 
Nicodemns, who has plenty, wishes to marry you ; yott^ 
having plenty, ought to take pity on die Ca|Miriri's poverty, 
and leave me, who have nothing, to make )ove if ] Hiie, M 
Mr. Nicodemns*8 abundance. If^s quite enough for one 

Sarty to be rich In marriage : there can be no ptei^cipa^n^ 
' it's o^erWlse, you know. 

€ho* (r.) What you say, coz, is, as it alwap fs, full of 
excellent senile ; the only question is^ how ijs it to be ac- 
complished ? You know my fother's obstinacy ; his engage- 
taent with Mr. Nicodemus ; and-^h,. here comes ikiy 
father, iind my dear Captain Vaunttngton too, as i Hve^ 
they are discussing a subjeCt4oo interesting to my feelirigi 
to permit my being an auditor. Let us retire, my d^ 
cOnsin, and aWait; 1^ hope, the end of their conference. 

[Exeunt Georgiana and Laifimt, €. ix f. 

M!Mr,Ai>uvnfmui and Vauntington^ l. 

Aid, '(r. c.) *11s no lise ttUkiiig,- Mr, VaantingtoD-^if 
you area captain, yoii'iimotriT'a South American captauu; 
ihiey ^rnig tip like nliiahroOfitB} now »'4laya, aad, efgid, are 
ivorth abMt as mm^h. 

f^au. (l. c.) But, itfy'^imr sir, m^ faiR%-^ 
- AM. Ah! there's the thing — if you get a family, how 
the devil aretoU to support 4hem I Beildcis, rve^emnly 
engaged my daughter to Mr. Nicodemus ; he has it under 
my hand and se^ — sent it him, by the general post, above 
-k moiith ago. To be sure, I'Ve never seen the gentleman ; 
btklrh!)! Character is iinexdeptionable. . 

fHu^ It is nbt too late to retract^ sir.^ 

Aid. Vndeed, but it is, sir; for. I expeet Mm to arrive 
every moment He sent me word he was eoming fsprets, 
'ffiMigii til«re was no occksicA for that ; 1 knew it ; Jar^ in- 
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dependently of an amazing bright letter io the candle last 
nighty tl)at pcMQted directly towards me, my man Dickory 
iaw a 6tranger on the bars tiiis morning; that, immediately 
he clapped his hands, flew into the fire— a sure aign he 
was a good friend. 

Vau. Ridiculous, childish superstition { 

Aid. So you may think : but Tm of a different opinion.' 
Von*re one of those heedless fellows, now, who'd walk 
twenty times under a ladder and never once look behind 
you ; and, if you were to see fifty piebald horses, would'nt 
pull a hair out of the tail of anyone of them, though you 
might get any thing you chose to wish for, for your pains. , 

Vau, But allow me to say, sir, that my passion for your 
daughter— 

Aid. Zounds, sir, you'll put me in a passion, if you go 
on in this way. Hav'nt I sent Dickory off to meet Mr. Ni- 
codemus,at the half -way-house, — where he wrote me word, 
he should stop, and dine, — on purpose to conduct him here 
all the sooner. I wonder they hav'nt arrived, for it's getting 
rather late. 

f^au. But early impressions, — first love, sir — 

Aid* Second thoughts are best — ^hey» surely, I hear the 
sound of visitors without. It must be Mr. Nicodemus. 
Now do, my good sir, oblige me by taking an answer, and 
going. Mr. Nicodemus has put your nose so completely 
out of joint, that — , 

Vau. Vulgar rascal I lAside.'} But your former kindness. , 

Aid. Now do go. 

F'au. My high expectations— 

Aid, liOwer your ione,my good friend, I beg ; zounds ! 
do you think you're giving tiie word of. command f U's 
time I turn General :— come— mai-ch I 

F'au. I must submit to fate. . Youll repent this, old 
Aldwiukle ; take my word for it ; the loss is as much yours 
as mine ; so, good night ! Poor Georgiaual ^ 

{EjpU Vauntington, u 

Aid. Thank heaven! he's off.— Now then for— 

Enter Servant, preceding Nicodemus, l. 

Ser, Mr. Nicodenraa— Sir— [Bows and t^iree. 

Aid. Welcome, my dear^ dear %}r I ten thousand wel- 
comes ! You noBd no introduction : from the strong re- 
semblance you bear to your likeness, I should have known 
you any where. 

Nic. (l.) That is fortunate. I can proceed to the busi- 
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ness at once. I knew if he had once seen my cousioy he 
wonld recognize me. [Aside.'] I am extremely obliged by 
your kindness, sir — ^I r^et that I shonld be the— 

^Id. Make no apology, my dear boy, I beg. 

Nic* The abruptness of this visit— 

Aid, Not at all. 

Nse, My precipitate appearance — 

Aid* You do excellently well — make no apologies, pray. 

iVfc. Can only be excused by the urgency — 

Aid. 1 won't hear another word, till you've taken some 
yefreshraent. 

Nic. The uncertainty of— 
r Aid, Aye, aye> travelling is damn'd uncertain. 

Nic* We are but too liable to be cut short in — 

Aid, True, true, I must cut you short now ; for supper 
Is justTeady — and you must needs want something, travel- 
ling so far. 

JVtc. Nay, my dear sir, but you must prepare yourseK 
for—.. 

Aid, Take no care about that ; I have prepared every 
thing. 

Nic. But, my dear sir,— my late — ^lamented— 

AJd, Better late than never — you're here, and that's suf- 
ficient I did lament you hadn't come sooner, certainly-* 
Georgtana is dying wnh impatience to see you^— I'll call her 
here. Why, Georgiana 1 Georgiana ! I say — 

Nie, Zounds, he won't let me edge in a word any way ; 
[Ande.] but, my dear sir, allow me a few serious words 
with you — 

Aid. Not another word, till you've suppM— we'll have 
no serious words together, if I know it To-morrow is 
time enough for business — ^to-night we'll devote to mirth 
and love, you dog— Oh, here Georgiana conies. 

Nic, What shall I do now ? I can't mention my cousin's 
death before tiie young lady ; she'd be going into hystericks. 
I must let the old gentieman have his way, and get him to 
let me relate the particulars bye-and-bye — 

E/Uer Georgiaka, d. f. 

A fine girl, hkh, 

Geo. Did you want me, Papa ? 

AU, No« hussey ; but Mn Nieodemus does— Mr. Nico- 
demus, my daughter Georgiana ! 

Geo. (R.)[^<<<fe.>-.What a solemn-looking fright! I'm 
,snre I can never bring myself to love him. 

B 
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Atd. Country bred, Mr. Ni£odeiiiu8—-ttnforilied' at prt* 
flent-40 much the better, you can mould her to yonr likin|B;»< 
she's bashful, biit sincere. Come, Georgiaua, why don't you 
say something inspiring to Mr. Nicodemus, huflsey, after his 
long journey? 

Geo, Something inspiring, after a long journey, Pa.^ — 
Well, then, if I muiSt say something, perhaps I ean't «ay 
better than 

Aid. Aye, aye, come, ontwitii it. 

Geo, -Supper's ready, sir. 

Aid, Psha!— but egad it's a propos enough ; a wag, Ma 
Nicodemus— a wag— takes after me. 

Nic, I am as much at a loss what to say as llie young 
lady can be ; supper's a timely relief, fatth — [^«j^]-^l- 
low me to offer my arm, madam. 

Geo, You are very polite, sir — this way, if you please. 

[Exeunt Nicodemus and Geofiiuna,^Bk 

AH, I'll follow you the moment I have given some-orders 
to the butler. I'm so rejoiced that— 

Enter Servant, l. r 

Well, sirrah, what do you want? 

Ser, I don't want any thing, your honor— but- here's 
Dickory— he's come back, and wants to see you- in private, 
he' says— 

Aid, Wants to see me in pr/mi/e/— what can the block- 
head want with me in private f^Vf^W^ let him come in. 
[ExU Servant.] I suppose he bad idled his time away^so, 
that Mr. Nicodemus was gone before he arrival, and now 
fae^ coming, with some cock and a bull "Stery, to eieuae 
himself. ■ 

Enter DickoRy, er^ing^ l. 

Well , what the 4«vil is that cursed long Ixse for ?* 

Die, Oh, maaierl— oh, Mr. AMwunkle, aueh a. misfoK- 
ituse! Obt Oh! 

Aid, What! l8iippo«e,whenyougottothe.hal£.wayfkousf , 
you found Mr. Nicodemus had just departed ? 

Die, Yeas, poor gentleman, heM been quite gone above 
an hour afore I'd got there. I help'd to lay liim ont^ivhan 
I found how things were. ' 

Aid, Layhinoat^Zovada, Ihopeyoa-didnHapeakwany 
thing ill of hira. 

Die, Oh no, master, 'we Hc^r de-apeak HI of tfaoae who 
are gone. ^ 
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Aid, Gone ! — well, but he's come. 
• J9lcr Come— 4vhatt^ha* thleybnnif^his body here? 

- Aldi N^, hebroaglit bis bodyihere himself. 
Die, VfhaXl — in a hearse? 

. Aid, No, on a horse ; and you must go and w^t on him. 

Die What— sit up all night wi* Mm ! 

AM, Na, only till he's finished his supper. 
' Die, His supper ! 

. Aid, Hissupper— yes, blttckhead—hfe wxpper;- he> Just 
llat down with my daughter. 

Die. Dang it, this be the first l^ttife T ever heard of d^ad 
faien sitting down io supper wi' young l&dies-^he be quite 
inad— how his eyes do roll J surely— ^ [Aifd&, 

Aid* Zounds; scoundrel^ Dickory; what are you talking 
about ? > Though I did give you five shiHin^ to drftak, Fdidn't 
tell you to make a beast of yourself-1 he's quite drank-!^— €rOy 
rascal, and wait on Mr. Nicodemus, directly. 

Die. He be quite crack'd. [Aside. 

Aid, Dreadfully drunk—wiU yov do vHiat I teH you. 
Villain ? Will you go in and see ^at Mr. Nicodemus wants 
for nothing ? Take care that he has plenty (Vf the turtle soup. 

Die. Turtle soup— what be the good oflUrtlesoup when 
a man be dead ? To thin k, now, that he should die just when 
he were going to' be married ! 

Aid. Why, you sottish brazen rascal, yoii havn'tthc coir- 
summate impudence to pronounce an honest gentleiiian 
dead, who Is at this moment eating and drinking, and mak- 
ing love to my daughter, in the very next room j but your 
own eyes shftll convince yon how richly you deserve a duck- 
ing ; — you say you saw the gentleman ? 

Die, E'es, sure ; I were wi* his poor body above an hour 
and^half. 

Aid. Then you'd know him again, if you see him? 

Die. Aye, out o' ten thousand. * 

^^. .liien, see him you shall, and that this very moment; 
the sight of him may bring you to your sober senses again* 
Pteajse just tir walk tbift way, sir ,-*-r that is^ if you are able to 
walk. 

- 'Die, He's ae mad as «. March hare;— but I »tifli hiiniour 
ziihe old ma», or be may do mfi a mischief. P^or ielloWy 
• bow mad he be ! lAsitifJ] I'm coming, sir. 

[emunt Aldmmhle 4ind JMcAorif, h. 
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SCENE lll.-^fftmdsome Apartment in Akkomkle HaU. 
NiroDEMUS, R., Georoiana, L.y and Lavinia, c, <H»» 
covered ntting at supper, 

Nic. [/4nde.] Methinks, that I cut but a very foolish 
figure here ; I neither know what to do or say ; i believe, 
my best refuge is in silence —Heigho ! would I were at 
home, continuing my treatise on Vampires. 

Lav, Your Papa does not seem to be coming, coz ; had 
we not better proceed to supper ? 

Geo. Any thing, to enliven us a little. We have been as 
duU and as silent, for the last half hour, as a Quaker's meet- 
ing. Will you allow me to assist you, sh: ? 

Nic. [iSolemn^,'] I thank you, but I have no appetite. 

Lav, You feed upon tneditation, it should seem, sir ? 

Nic. I must own, madam, I am partial to the grave. 

Geo. I hope it isn't love that disturbs the gentieman ; — 
shall i help you to some cold pudding, sir ? 

Nic. I never eat cold pudding ; — [He starts from his seat.'] 
but my time is come: I have to set off at daybreak, and 
must retire at once — a solemn duty impels me to be absent. 
To-morrow night I shall return again :— present mv regards 
to your worthy father ; an important secret remains to be 
revealed to him, in which you are all deeply interested. 1 
am too wandering and disturbed for the task now — ^but to«!> 
morrow night ! Heigho ! life is very uncertain. Vale ! 
Vale! [Ejrit NicodemuSy n* 

Lav. Bless me ! what an amazingly odd man ! 1 should 
aa soon think of linking myself to the parish pump as such 
a Don Saltero. 

Geo. There Is certainly something very mysterious in his 
manner. Vale! Vale! \AUckinghim, 

hav. Hush ! here's your father. 

Enter Aldwinkle, dragging*in Dicko&y, l. 

AM. (c.) Now, villMn, Dickory — look— convince your- 
self that why, the gentleman's gone! 

Die, B'es, to be sure he be — didn't I tell you he were de- 
parted ? but yon wouldn't believe me ;— his madness be going 
away— he ha' got a losing interval. [Aside 

' Geo. (r.) Is it Mr. Nicodemus you want, Pa ? He has 
retired to his apartment, and > 

Aid. Eh ? gone to bed, has he ? and without hb supper ! 
how is be to find out the room ? Run, Dickory, and light 
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)tln--tiifee'faiiti Mf aiglil-eap. and «Uppera-'4Mke.lkaite, 

Geo. Aye, do, Dickory, or the poor gentleman nmy iMreak 
lil»iieek ov«r the lianiiiaters. 

Die. TlMtyall'hoiKNirliim, I see; weU, I wamn't be 

bat if Mr. Nicodemus be there, dang me if 1 don't first «M 
him, and then gl^'yoaleovotoeat me sfterwardt. 

iBarii JHckot^., u 

Aid, I am- sorry, Dickory^s dm&keB foUy, in penifltwg 

tkat IVfr. Nteoderans was dead, prevented my paying my 

Tespeets to bin 'before he ntired. Poor feUow, I £&rgoC 

how far he had travelled to-day 1 

Enter Dickory, htuHlyy with a candle, u 

Die. {TrembHtig viol&Uly.] Oh Lord I Oh Lord! Oh 
X.ord! 

Ald.^ £h! why> pickery! Zound«, blockhead, what's the 
.matter with you ? .you look as scared as if you bad seen a 
ghost ? 

Die. That he it ^ you've hit it, 'stpiire, by gosh.— -!t he 
^e! rU swear to un — I knows uu by the turn o* his nose. 
Oh dear! oh dear! that ever I should ha' lived to see a 
jghost! 

Aid. See a ghost, dolt!— he*s at it again — he's breakiug 
4)ut in fresh places— have you seen Mr. Nicodemus, sirrah ? 

Die Na, but I ha' seen his apparuiou. It be quite Inde- 
icent and unnatural inun not to rest q.uiet, now he's dead, 
like a proper CbrisUan gentleman. 
.. Ald^ Can the fellow really be serious? I am confounded. 
Geo. A ghost ! is the gentleman a ghost? Oh dear, I'm 
jiui'e I can never bring myself to marry a ghost, Pa. 

1,09. I may profit by this. [Aside^] Well, I declare I 
thought Jbe was aometliing he shouldn't be, b^ his mysterious 
ways ; didn't you remark, coz, that, all the time he sat with 
418, he never opened bis mouth tilt we forced him to it ?« 

Die. Na, ghosts never do speak but when tliey he forced 
to speak. 

Imp. And then, didn't you remark, Georgy, dear, that 
ke would neither eat nor drink ? 

Aid.. Ghosts never do — 1 don't know what to think. Stop, 
Dickory, what's that on the side of the candle ? 

Die. Why, a large lump of tallow, to be sure ; what should 
it be ? .^ffe knocks a ptece i(ff the ctthdle. 

- B 3 
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. ' Aid. A lump of tallow, dog ?-^it*» a wmdiug-alieet ! I ne* 
ver saw a more perfect one in my life. We'll not go to be4 
to- night 

Lav. But what we have already told you, is not ally Ax ; 
he openly confessed he was addicted to the grave. 
- Aid. Addicted to the grave ! my back fairly opens and 
shuts. 

IHc. Depend upon it, he has summat on his mind. | 
shouldn't wonder if he hadn't been privately murdered by 
somebody, and be come here to get him hung. 

Geo. Something on his mind ! Tallcing of tihat, just before 
he vanished up stairs, he groaned out, ^t he had a dread- 
ful secret to disclose to you ? 

Aid. To me ! Mercy on me, you put me all in a cold shi- 
ver, girl. 

Geo. And don't you remember, Lavinia^ he said he was 
obliged to disappear at day-break ? 

Die. Disappear at day-break \ I wcCrrant him. The mo- 
ment the cock crows, he mun go bang through the key-hole. 

Lav. But he left his compliments, and said, he should be 
sure to come again to-inorrow night. 

AM. Hang him! I'll have him laid in the Red Sea— I'll 
stop up all &e key- holes — I'll exorcise him. Oh that I did 
but understand Latin ! ' 

Die. It would be o' no use^ 'squire; he'd come down th« 
chimney, dressed all in white. Ah I I knew it warn't for 
nothing I see'd those three damned ravens sitting cawing 
by the hedge-side, to-day : — caw ! caw ! caw ! Besides that, 
this very morning, just as I stepped into the cellar, to get a 
cup of your honor's own particular October 

Aid. Ah, when I was looking all over the house after 
you, and wanted you so 

Die. Yeas, sir — I heard a loud voice cry^ Dickory-^ 
Dickory— Dick — ^three times. * 

Aid. Bless us, and save us ! It was'nt my voice^ was it, 
Djckory ? 

Die. Na, squire, it were likerer to a trumpet .* and just 
about the time the poor gentleman left off livings our great 
kitchen jack stopp'd. 

Aid. It's past all doubt Mi-s. Veal's ghost itself was'nt 
more sure. What o'clock was it when Mr. Nic— that Is, 
when the gho— ^Lord bless me ! that is, when it, you 
know who, arrived ? 
Lav. Exactly twelve j midnight, sir. 
Gi,o. Just twelre ! 



Aid. The Tery b«ur ; they iduito't come oat before 

< Qeo., Oh, dear Papa, I never .can sleep alone after Uiis. 
If Mr. Nicodemuft comes hauntiiig us at nigjits, in this 
wanner, 1 really must marry the captain, if it's only to 
take dot of me ; so i you'd better let me have him at once. 
Pa. 

Aid. Eh, what noise is that ?-^Mercy on me, I hope it 
le'nt— — 

Die, He be coming — He be coming, squire ! 
^«. Who, Dickory ? 
Die. The ghost, mr. 

Aid. Let me get out of the way. What's to be done ? 
Die. Get behind this screen, and Til hide, under the 
table. Oh geniini \ here he be--^ — [Petps under the table. 
Aid. Oh dear ! 6h dear ! make haste I make haste ! I 
ti'emble at every joints 

[Aldwinkle, GeorgipiifUi.9 and' Lavinia Ude behind the 
^screen — AhkaitAle peeps, over the tap^ Georgiana 
and Larnma at each side — Dickory peeps under the 
table-cloth.] 

Enter Nicodemus, r. 
Nic* I cannot rest. • 
. Aid. [Looking over the screen, aside.l No, Til be bound 
yon cau't. 

Die. Poor soul ! [Aside. 

' Nic. It must be near day*break. I smell the morning 
air quite fresh — hark !^-^here's a cock crowing. 'Tis time 
for me to depart. 
, Aid. f^«ltftf.]Mark.ibat.— Poor devil! 

Nic* I shall not be a% peace till the burial's over, and I 
have revelled this important secret to the family. Hark ! 
the oock crows again. I must depart. Paul wiU be wait- 
ing for me. Heigho«2 [E^t Nicodemus, l. 
[They aU creep out, watching him qf with fear and won* 

der.'\ 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT 11. 

SCEN£ l.^Anoiher Apartment in Aldwinhk Halt* 
Enter Aldwinkle and Dickory, l. 
Aldi What a state of mind have I been in, for the last 



twenty-foor hMin t but^ faavlpg be^n^te tii« Mfniray-JiflHue, 
and convinced myself of the truth of your stovy^ Looav 
fpsft I was wrong, when 1 sispeeted j6n ai ;atl6ni|itiiig to 
deceive me ; I was wrong, veiy -^nnoDf^. 

Die. B'es, sur, yqa were. 

Aid. But I really thought you had bcei^ drmking ;r->|on 
know you do drink sometimes, Dickory. 

iNr. E'es, Hur, when l-bed^. 

Aid. However, I must endeavour to make you BmtoAa^ 
Dickory, soxne of these. days. 

Die. E'es, sur, you must Dickens, bow my hftnd do 
itch f — that be a sure sign I shall ha.' some money sooa ; I 
shonld'nt wonder if your honor inas'ut going to give ne a 
gvinea* 

Aid. Eh? a guinea — huro-^there's no guineas, M)nv>- 
a-days, Dickory: however ,.yon sbail have a aovereign ; that 
will do as well. ICfkfes Ikim a iwerngn* 

Die. E'eSy sur, belter->^rm ftloyal Biibje6t,.aD4 wiah very 
much for a sovereign. He ! be 1 he I [Looki at the twereigru 

Aid. Why what are you grinuing aX mami 

Die. Wo* n't you crown him, sir ? 

Aid. Crown what ? 

Die. Why, sovereign, to be sure. 

iNoldi out his hond to Aidwintle with a wetr^gi^ i» it. 

Aid. The scoundrel ; but, however, the sovereign nmstnet 
remain uncrown'd, for want of five shillings. I'm glad to 
kam from the landlord, that poiw Mr. Nicodemus's rela* 
tions are going to .attend to the -funeral themselves ; ift 
will save me a world of trouble, for I could'nt have refiis*. 
ed to put his body under ^ound. I hope He'll keep there, 
wheu be is there, and not pay us aay more of his visits. 

Die. He'll be sure to come again te<4i]gh(t, a4)uire; yoi 
know he said he woukl. 

Aid. Lord bless me ! so he did. 
' Die. Heh9S*nt tpld yon the-aecretyyet; and'hev^on't 
rest till that be out, depend upon it ; — none of them can. 

Aid. Trae, true — meroy en me^what is it o*clock now^ 
Dickory? 

Die. Just twelve : the time he came latt night 

Aid. Oh, my poor wifs, tlpey are nearly all frightened 
away ; the unhappy gentleman must have been a terrible 
wicked reprobate in his ti!ne, for his poor soul to be wan. 
dering about in this manner, Dickory. 

Die. Yeas, he mun, indeed : but he be pacing for it J90W. 
Eh ! what*8 that ? There he be again, sur. 
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Aid* Oh d^ar ! oh dear ! ' Stand back, and let im ob- 
serve hioi* 

. [AidwmkkandDichory reiire to the back of the stage.. 

Enter Nicodemus^ l. 

Nio, (c.) Very odd, they should leave all th« doors open 
at thia time o'nighi f'm glad one melancholy day is over, 
and that I have gone through so ranch of the painful duty 
imposed upou me. Night's the only time I have left to 
n^self now. But where can this Aldwinkle be ? I must 
not any longer delay revealing the important secret to 
him. 1. shall u*t be easy till then, solemnly enjoined to 
it, as I was, in the immediate moments of death. He little 
suspects who I arn. 

Aid. [Aside,] Don't be too sure of that. 

[Advances to thefiront of the stage, R. €. 

Nic. But where: can he be ^ 

Aid. Now for it. 

Nic. [Looking round and seeing Aldwinkle."} Eh! — ^here ? 
this is very odd—Your servant, Mr. Aldwinkle. 

Aid. What can 1 do to give peace to your poor unhappy 
soul ! If you've ai^y thing to unfold, I conjure yon to dis-> 
close it at i once. 

Nic. I will — I am not what I seem, noir what you take 
me to he. ■ 

Aid. I know it/ poor miserable wretch I 

Die. The murder be all coming out now [Aside.] 

Nic. Though I bear the name of Nieodemus, and ex- 
actly resemble him in every particular^ I prepare your- 
self. 

Aid, I am prepared. Lord bless me ! 

Nic* I— I am merely the representative of that unhappy 
man — he is no longer in this world. 

Aid. i know it, Mr. Oho^that is, Mr. Representative. 

Nic, Unfortunate Caspar— excuse my being overcome ; 
I have had a long journey. 

Die. Yeas, it be a good way, I dare say, from the other 
world. [Aside.] 

Nic. I had a pleasant walk through the church-yard, 
though. 

AM, Oh, no doubt, you found yourself quhe at home 
there. 

Nic. Shall I relate to you the particulars of the unhappy 
events 
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^kL Ohy. no ; pmy d^utf. troubte; yoursdf/ hlr^ Refice- 
seutative.^ I am fully acquainted with all. 
. Nic. I am bappy you are. . Yoa comntttiil^aied lihq'me- 
laiicholy fact to your daughter ? 

Aki. I did. 

Nic. Is she resigned ? 

Aia. Perlipcfily. 

Nic 'Tis fortitfiaie! 'f^ougfa her desfinedDvidegioem be 
no longer in the land of the jlying, ahe can^tiU be.Mr«. 
^icodemufl, I offer her my hand. 

AM. Eh-<-yoa? [H^ 8tart9:hack^.aUurmtdU 

Nic* I shall provide anitahle apartments.. 

Die, [Aside,} Yeas ;. on the ground floor, I suppose. 

Nic, But we will settle these things hereafter;- I hare 
business to-uight. I expect a messenger^ every moment^ 
from the sextoo and undei^taker* 

^id. Lord ha* meiv:y on us 1 I woold'ut intrude, for the 
world ! — No doiibt^ another ^08t, ]xke hiniself.. Come- 
along, Dickory. 

Die. Wi* all my heart*. I don't want bidding twice ! 
[Ejeetmi Dickofffj u D. f. and Aldumhkt b» o.. v. wherg 
tAejf eoncial ihetmelvMt andptgp out,} 

. Nic* (c) Thaf^ a tery strange old fellnw : in fact, 
they seem a very strange family, all together — a- little 
Umchedy \ thinlE* >Yhef e can* Paul be 2 I -desired him to 
meet me here, let it be ever so late. — Eh, i am blaming 
him without caujse; he. is true to his appointment! 

JEnter Paui., iti a mouraing cloahy haiband, Sfc. u 

r was- just wishing for you, Paul. 

Paul. (l. c.) I could*ut possibly be here before, sir : to 
settle every thing, Tve fiowu like lightning, as it is. 
• Aid. [Aside to Diekory, peeping cut l. d, f.J Who can 
this terrible looking figure be, all in bladk ? 

'Die. [Aside to Aldwinkle, peeping out R. n, F.] Depend 
npon it, squire, as Mr. Nicodemus be young Nick,, that 
thi9 be Old Nirk. 

Nic. [To Paul.] Have you settled with the sexton, about 
the grave ? 

Paul. Make you mind easy, sir ; I have got you as nice 
a grave as you can possibly desire ; roomy, dry, and eight 
feet deep. 

Aid. [r. 1). F.I Curse him ! I wish he was now in it. 

lAsjuie. 
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Nht* ThM't-sonRirtsMe. 

PattL I iMure l»roii|^ jcm a vpedfneii of the cloaks anH 
hatbaads: See, 'ent tiiey -qmt&dcgagee f-^jost^the thing— 
£h! :. 

Nie* They cannot be better. 

FM^ Yott'Ah&Il hare aa hani^dme *« 'fvAenit as your 
heart can wish for. The laotltorfl, and his two waiters, 
hare promiiBed to be mbaniers over the bier-^the' mates 
spoke to me last night about attttt^^^—^and as fbr the 
pall-bearers, leave Paul alone for them ; so^ you see, ther^ 
;6e notiuBg.^waDtios;. ' 

me. WiU the bells toll ^before and after, as 1 wished 
-Ihttiii ; 

PmtL Your own eara shall'CfOttviiibe yoa^ air, that they 
'have hot heen forgotten; - 

Nici Good', good, good ! 

Paul. 1 hanre settled for the faftenil to talte place tn- 
•iHorrow^ yoa^ fbe quite ready then ? 

Nic. Yes, I shall keep myself on purpose. 
. PmiL'1% can -be put off; ifyoa wish it. 

Nic^ By.no means i the sooner the hetteih. W^eif once 
tlie burial has taken place, I shall be^at rest; T shantfaatte 
a qaiet nighty tiU then. 

' PmiL You wHl^ of conrsej mom the first in tfaeproeetf- 
4ioB i At couU^nt tsdie.phioe wlthoat yon ; and* you'll' Ifke a 
ride. 

AU:^ i::M(iei ku d* ik.} The devil tidc« such rides, say I ! 

Nic. But, the epitaph— you've forgotten the epitaph. 

Paitt, 'No» I havn't, sir ; I've written one for you myself > 
—but you shall hear. [Reads.] 

^*'lisre\it€^efi oneda^ h^ swpfhe, 
Mi9tef'N*€Odemti^tt09. 
iUd'hea Hiibi kmgertafried^ 
To Miss jiUwihUB Md UeenmarriM; 
Bui Dwtk^'to spare a'latersfimtmce, 
Criml,* Come Ni^k; eame^'so sireAt hewenlkenei, ' 
And iMia mMMs MsjUnktisenierwe.** 
There, how d'ye like it ^'^yoamust admlvetlJeiiiMd sen- 
tence if you don't any other part of it. 

*Ni4li The malt^r is "better i^au chemaBU^r, biit 9t will 
do : let me have it neatly engraved. 

Pm^ (Set your ttif lid at^ase, It shaH be doti^ by one of 
'^eHrstlapidflricD we 'have. 

Nic. '(Bat' you'uitistt nied refresbiiietit; 'Come thirway, 
and I will get you a bone to pick. I will new go and coti- 



24 SFECTRB BBIDBGROOM. • [aCT ir. 

tinue my researches in the Domestic History of Vampires, 
that I may be completely aufmt to my task, and not prove 
myself a novice $ and, by the time Tve married old Aldwin- 
kle's daughter, I shall be able to put my theory in practice. 
Come, Paul, come. 

[Eaeeuni Paul and Nicodemus, l. Akkokikk and Dick- 

ovy come forward*'] 

Die* (l.) Dang me, if this hain't the first time I ever 
heard of a dead man being asked when he liked to foe 
buried. 

Aid* (r.) I am perfectly perforated, in every part, with 
horror — going to marry my daughter to a vampire— ah ! 
no doubt, to practise on her. But, thank heaven ! he'll be 
buried to-morrow. Dickory, go you, the first thing to- 
morrow, and see him box'd up ; and, d'ye hear, bribe ^e 
sexton to dig his grave a foot or two deeper, and put one of 
the heaviest and largest stones he can get upon it 

Die, I will, sir ; any thing to keep him down and pre- 
vent his coming up. 

Aid* And, in the mean time, we'll go and hide ourselves, 
till daybreak, in tiie cellar. When ghosts are abroad, tiie 
only safe pUce is under ground. 

Die. You be rl^ht, squire-^nd .if he do dare to come 
there, dang me if we don't lay un in the Red Sea o* one o' 
your pipes o' port. \^ExewfU AldtBinUe^ r. and Dickarp, u 

SCENE IL^Another Apartnmt m Aldawikle HaU^ 

Enter Oeoroiana, Lavinia, and Vauntington, l. arm 

in amu 

Lat. (l.) Why, my dear Georgiana, if I could be weak 
enough to bend my mind to superstition, I must own » tiiere 
are corroborating circumstances enough to prove tiie poor 
gentieman a ghost, even to the most soepticaL But tiie 
reign of the invisible world has paired away with the agea 
of chivalry and ignorance ; the establishment of Sunday 
schools, my dear, has signed the death-warrant of all 
ghosts, past, present, and to come ; so yon must excuse me, 
if I remain incredulous. 

Oeo* (r.) I am conrinced, Mr. Nicodemus is a ghost, a 
veritable ghost, and nothing but a ghost 

Fail, (c.) A ghost my rival P— then Othello's occupation's 
gone. To run him through, will only be thrusting at the 
air-.vHth such an antagonist as him, the best way will be 
.to cut and run* 
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Mhter Nicodemus, l. s. e. unperceived by Georgiana, ^c. . 

Nic* Eh ! engaged in secret conversation. 1*11 not break 
in npon their privacy. [Aside. 

Fau. (c.) If we can but once get this Mr. Nicodemus 
under ground, we'll manage to keep him there, if we heap 
a niountain upon him. Til teach him how to rival me, a 
roarrowless rascal ! 

Nic» What's tha,t they are saying about burying me under 
a mountain. I must hear farther. [Aside. 

Geo, (c.) If he does force me to marry him, you must 
come at night, captain, and knock him on the head.^ 

yau. Aye, fumigate him. 

Nic* Knock me on the h'ead, and fumigate me ? here's 
atrocity ! [Aside, 

Geo. Oc get him between two feather beds, and smother 
him. 

Nic. .Here's a she-devil. — What an escape ! [Aside. 

Geo. Any thing, to get rid of the monster. 

Nic. A very affectionate wife, upon my honour. 

Fau. I'm getting strangely valiant. I only wish I could 
face this wandering gentleman now-^I'd teach him how to 

rest at night — Damme, I'd 

[Nicodemus coming forward 

Geo. Ah ! [Screams — rushes out. 

FiiM. Qh ! the devil. Take care. [Bait ftastily,h. 

' Lani (r.) Shall I follow their example ? — No, why should 

I ? — I never was afraid of a man yet, and I'm sure I won't 

be of the ghOst of one. [As^.\ '^ Angels and ministers of 

grace defend jne I — Art thou a spirit of health, or " 

Nic. (l.) I feai- 1 have alarmed you, madam^—'Twas un- 
intentionally ; I trust my interruption is not material. 

Lav. No, sir. , 'Tis immaterial^M I'm to believe what 
I'm told.— Do you'bring any news from the oUier worlds 
pray ? 

Nic. From tlie other world I She means the new world, 
\ suppose. [Aside."] I know of 'no other news, madam, thau 
that the 'glorious cause of liberty is making rapid way 
there. , . ~ 

ttati.. Hum ! — that accounts for his being at liberty here— 

[A^e. 

Nic.'^t T may trust the promise of those eyes, they own 
a nature kinder than your cousin. Were my fateTmked to 
thine, methinks you would not nurse that fierce exterml- 
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nating spirit to which I was unwillingly and inyisibly 
obUg^ to bear witness, ere while, in Miss Aldwinlile. 

Lav, I certainly should not wish to disturb your exis- 
tence, so long as you remained harmless. 

Nic, My researches, madam » among beings of another 
world, necessarily keep me secluded from this, during the 
day ; but, at night, L iuvai'iahly revisit and mingle with so- 
ciety. Could I but meet with a congenial spirit in wedlock, 
who would take a part in my supernatural studies, it might 
wonderfully change my nature and habits. Such a spirit, I 
would fain hope, I have fouud in you, lovely girl — 

[Kiases her hotki* 

Lav, A very gallant ghost, upon my honour. 

Nie, But I must tear myself away, or I shall be too late 
for the funeral. 

Lav, Qless me ! here's a sudden change—- this Is^from gay 
to grave, with a witness to it. 

Nic^ Farewell, I regret I am obliged to leave you— a 
fatal necessity.— Heigho, farewell ! [Ejeit Nicodemtu. 

Lav, How extraordinary ! If he is a ghost, I doo*t see 
,any difference between ghosts and men, for my part. He 
looks like a man, and, i' faith, kisses like one too. Really, 
!f he should ask me to marry him, I don't know what I 
should say to it. I suppose, he won't insist upon my being 
a ghostess. — No, no, if he marries me, he'll like me to l)e 
a woman— and faith, a woman he shall find me. 

[Exit Lavmia, l. 

SCENE llh^nefeciary 0/ AldwMde Matt, 
Enter Aldwinklb and Vauntinoton, r. 

Akf, (r. c.) I have said it, captain. If your valour gives 
you stoutness of stomach sufficient to enable you to. sit up 
in the haunted room, all night, to-night — ^that is, in my bedU 
room, and lay this ghOst if he should come, you have uiy 
full permission to marry my daughter. 

f^au. (l. c.) It 's a bargain, squire ; for my dear GeorgU 
ani^s sake, damme, I've spirit enough in me to face ten 
thoutond ghosts. 

Aid. You shall have a bottle of brandy^ a pair of pistpls. 
Friar Bacon, and Doctor Faustus ; so you cannot fail. 

Vau, I only want a good heart, air, and that I've not al- 
ready. , . 

Aid, I can tell you one thing in your favour. He wa3 
to be buried to-day ; so 1 don't think he'll trouble us any 
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more^— I'^ aeot Dickorjr to see, and expect him back 
^very moment ; but awajf whb yon to your post — Wb past 
eleven already, and you must'nt let the ghost come and 
^tcb you unpreparecL 

you. Ob^ never fear, squire. **' Omnia vindt amor." 

[£jni P^aunimgton, s. 

Die, [fTithoui.'] Tol de dol, de dol, lol. 

Aid, That 's Dkkory's voice. 

Enter Dickory, dancing and singing, l. 

Well, Dickory? 

Die. It be all over, squire. — He be earth'd down, safe 
enough now, sur. I did'ut come away till J'd seen sexton 
fill up every crack there were— he'41 be cunning, to get out 
this time. 

Aid. Bravo ! Egad, I'm so rejoiced that — r-Teli Thomas 
to bring in the great bowl of punch I ordered him to 
get ready ; and, d'ye hear, bid him put a pint of brandy ad- 
ditional into it. We shall be sure to lack spirits, now 
we've got. rid of the ghosts.— 'Fore heaven, we'll have a 
night on't, Dickory. 

Die. Here be Thomas, squire j and the punch too. — Tol 
de dbl, de dol lol. 

Enter Sekv AST, with puneh,Lf 

Aid. Put it down, Thomas ; put it down. [Servant puts 
down the punch and retires.] Now, Dickory, fill up your 
glass — [Fills^-^sind our first toast shall be peace to Mr. 
Nicodenius's manes. IDrinks. 

Die. Wi* all my heart"^[ /*//&.]— Here be peace to Mr. 
Nicodemus's remainders. [Drinks. 

Aid. Fill up again, Dickory. [Fills.2 And now, I'll give 
you — 

Enter Nicqdemus, belwi^* 

.Confusion to all midnight intruders I \DpSnhs. 

Nic. [Unobserved.] Zounds I- do they mean to iusult me ? 
Die. IFilUng.] Confusion to all midnight excluders !..- 

[Drinks. 
Aid. Come, here's wishing the surgeons mayn't get hold 
of htm«— lOoing tojUl. 

Nic. [Coming between them.] Sir! 

^Strikes his stick on the table, Dickory and Aldwin'' 

klerunoff hastifyy n.] 
Nic. Zounds ! one would think I was a spectre : ^bere 

c 2 
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ever I go^ I frighten every body away. Snrely, it can'tbe 
, tkis salt of black— no matter, the melancholy ceremony 
over,.! have now time to rctarn to. the soft datie» of love 
and my grand work on Vampires. I am somewhat fatigued 
oy.'my day's exertions, and shall retire to my room, without 
disturbing the family. Thanks to Paul's assistance, every 
thing went off admirably well. My poor cousin must have 
oeen highly gratified, in being buried so tastefully and com- 
fortably. — Heigho ! [Exit Nicodetnw, l. . 

SCENE IW—Bed Room in Aldwinkle HalL: Fire-place^ 

tables, chairs, ^c, 

Vauntington discovered siiiing a$ a table vl» Brandy, 
pistols, candles, books, 6(c» before him. 

flaunt* {Looking at his watclu] *Tis very near twelve — I 
don't half like thin job. I must take a little more brandy. 
[Drinks.] — It would be no use firing at him ; he'd no more 
mind liaviug the contents of a pistol in his body than if 
they were only so many force-meat balls ; I must take auother 
bunlper. [Drinks.] — ^*Tis the only thing I have to support 
me — what an awful silence ! I wish I could bi'eak it, some- 
how—I'll singr-Tol lol de — No, I'm in no humour for 
singing, suppose I try and whistle, pho,pher, phe. [fVhis^ 
ties.] — Damn it, whistling's ominous — ^and, besides, my 

throat's so dry that — I must take a little more brandy 

[Drinks.] — I can't be wrong — ^it's a spiritual service, and 
more fit for the chaplain of our regiment than me. I've a 
great mind to sound a retreat — but then, Georgiana and 
her fortune. — I can't afford to loose her fortune so — I'll 
take another glass of brandy [Drinks.] — then — yaw aw ! 
I feel growing amazingly sleepy, so— I'll just finish the bottle 
[DrifiJes.\-^had, yaw aw I— iiefy the devil and—yaw aw ! — 

[Sleeps, 

Enter Nicodemus, l. walks up to the table* 

' Nic. Hey day ! a stranger in my room ! and— Eh, pis- 
tols! and — What's here ?— a bottle — brandy — ^a Vulgate. 
-What shall I do ? Poor gentleman, he ^as mistaken the 
■way; I'd better wake him and set him right. Sir ! sir !-« 
[TVies to wake f^auntington.] Zounds, how fast he is. 
.UUoal what's your name? — Mister! I'll bawl no more 
— what shall i do ? I have it— I'll try if the report of one 
. of these pistols will wake him.. 

[Fires one of t/te- pistols — f^atmtington starts up in ter^ 
ror'-sees Nicodemus.] 
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. F'awU. The ghost himself, by 'all thttt'sdamniible \ 

[Ejfit heuHfyfU, 
'\ Nic* Stop sij' — ^Mister — Ulloa — ^he's off— very odd — what 
did he mean by a ghost ? I must seek Mr. Aldwinkle, 
and -obtain an explanation of these mysteries. Oh,«h'at 
they would let me have a little rest ! — Heigho ! 

[Biseit NieodemuSf r. 

. SCENE W.-- Another Apartment in Aldwinkle HuU. 

Enter ALj^yritiKLE and Dickory, r. 
Aid, Dickory ! Dickory ! they are at it, ding dong ; I 
heard the pistols go off just this moment. 
J>iC:iiey, dang it, here he.be again ! 
Aid. Who ? the ghost ! 
Die. Na, only the Captain. 

Enter Vauntington, r. . 
Ald.^ Well, my dear boy, how have you got on ? 

Enter Georqiana and Lavinia, l. 

Geo. (l.) Ah 1 how have yon got on ? I'm dying to. know. 

flaunt, (c*) What the deuce shall I say ? If 1 confess my 
4efeat, I lose my Georgiaua. 1 must brazen it out. \^Aside.\ 
—Oh ! I've had desperate work — ^we've been at it topth and 
pail, for the last half hour : but I think tho business is 
settled now. Firing was of no use : one might as well have 
shot.at the air, for all the wounds it created $- so I had at 
him with the Latin, Friar Bacon, Doctor Faustus, and 
Agrippa. . 

Die. Ay, he be a gripper, indeed. 

Aid. That's right. 1 could have Laid him myself, \i I had 
but understood Latin. 

flaunt, 1 fumigated him, exorcised him. 

Die. (r.) Dang me, but I should ha* liked to ha seen ttp 
done his exercise. 
- Aid. Be quiet, Dickory, scoundrel ! 

flaunt. And, at length, I pressed him so hard, that)ie took 
himself off through the ke|*hole in a clap^ of thunder, and 
I dare say will never shew his face here again. 

Die. Na, not till the next time. 

Aid. My dear, dear boy, you shall marry Georgiana di- 
rectly. ] suppose ttie foolish phantom thought he had 
children to deal with. 

Enter Nicodemus, r. 
Nic. Mr. Aldwinkle, what is the reason, sir — 
[The women scream—all exeunt hastiltf, in great terror. 
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Nic: This is mor^ and mpre extraordinary. Surely, 
J^ must have been metamorphosed^ udIchowd to myself; 
transmogrified iuto some moOster, or— But I have, more 
important things to occMpy my mind. [j4ldwmkle, iMvinkif 
^c. appear Jiiieiting.1 The great and conclusive truth, at 
which I have arrived in my grand worlc, renders my mind 
sufficiently diseng^ed to think of love. There is no doubt 
that Vampires seek an union with mortal beings expressly 
to prolong their existence on this earth. I shall instantly » 
therefore, seek the fair Aldwinkle, and achieve our mar- 
riage. After what I h^ve endured, meanwhile, a walk in 
the soft moonlight will revive me. [EjpU Nicodemutf r. 

Enter Aldwinkle, Qboagiana, Lavinia, Vauntinoton, 
and DicKORY> creeping in, L. s. e. 

Lav, (u D.) There, sir ; you hear what he said. He is a 
Vampire, and merely seeks an union with my cousin, to 
prolong his existenee. 

Geo. Oh, I am sure I'll never marry a Vampire, Pa ! 
He'd eat me up. 

Die, Ay, kill you wi' kindness. 

Lav* You see, he 's gone into the garden, to bring himself 
to life again, in the moon-beams, from the wounds of the 
captain. 

f^auni. Why, I did kill him half a dozen times, cer* 
tainly. 

Dic» Dang it ! I didn't know the moon were a doctor, 
afm'e — they be all mad. [Aside. 

Aid. Wha^ a persecuted old man I am — ^hat ^ to be 
done ?— phow can we get rid of liim ? 

Lav. Listen to lue, sir — Guarantee that the captaiu shall 
have my cousin, and settle a small fortune on me, and I 
undertake to keep Mr. Nicodemus from ever troubling you 
at night again ; I'll make him rest, I'll warrant him. 

Aid. Do that, and 1*11 make your fortune equal to my 
daughter's. 

Lav. V pledge my life on the* result ; join me, a few mi- 
nutes hence, in the garden, and- let the performance of your 
promise follow that of mine. [Exit Lavinia, t. 

Aid. An odd wench, i'faith — I should'nt at all wonder 
if the jade was to keep her word. Let us walk slowly on, 
for I long to ascertain the truth. [E.vetmt omnet, l. 
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SCENE VL^Gardm of Aldwinkle ffatt, bp momUght. 

NlCODEMUS, «0/tM. 

hie* (c.) Can itiiepoviibie, that the moon I beaming rach 
•oool'pinre lustre, can entrance men's minds to madness ?-^ 
She bathes me in her filmy light, like dew, refreshing and 
allaying^-^meltmg me into softness, and attamng eac!i 
fltemer diord of te heart to love and harmony— -Heigho I , 

Enter Lavinia* l/ 

' - .• -■......- 

By heavens ! responsive to my feelings^ comen tM» aingelic 
girl, to captivate and charm ! 

Lw* My good sir, if yon have no particular wish to be 
knoclL'd othe head for an evil spirit^ you will give over 
these nightly wanderings ; hit upon some decisive method 
of proving yourself an ^m facto man, and rest quietly in 
your bed at night. 

J^tV. How admirably she will assist me in my learned 
labours ! 

Lav. I fear, I am more likely to disturb his learned la- 
bours, than to assist him in them; [Aside* 

Nic. An evil spirit— nightly wanderings— knock me o'the 
head I A light begins to break in upon me — fair creature, 
how better can I prove myself a man, than by uniting my 
life's fate with thine ? Thus on my knees — [Kneefe* 

j^n/tfr Aldwinkl£,''Oeorgiana9 Vauntinoton, trnd 

Dl^KORYy L. 

j4ld. He's Md, at last— see, he's on his knees, begging for 
mercy. 

Lav, Rise, sir ; I know all you are going to say — and, as 
I've no very particular objection, there's my hand. 

Nic. Upon my word— 4i very sensible girl— slie saves one 
a world of trouble. 

Lav. And now, sir, [To Aklufinkle.] I claim the per- 
formance of your promise. To rid your house of the 
nightly visits of this terrible being, and tb make him rest 
quietly, as other Christians do, I have heroically resolved 
to sacrifice myself, and marry him. 

yild. What ! mairy a ghost — a vampire — a spirit ? 

Nic* I see it alL Here has been a grand mistake ; 'you 
have confounded me with my cousin* 

Aid. Egad! it seems we've all l)een cozened and* con- 
founded too— however^ I'm heartily ghid things have turned 
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oat a^ tliey have ; but you, Oickory, how came you to take 
it. into your head this gentlcmau was h ghost ? 

Die. Why, sir, if he warn't a ghost, he was a spirit : and 
spirits very often get into my head. 

Lav, I will explain every thing, and rid you of all fur~ 
iher cause of fear. This gentleman will like me none the 
worse for having a fortune ; my cousin will like him none 
the worse for having been the means of uniting her to the 
captain ; and, if our friends permit our harmless ghost to 
walk a few nights longer, for their amusement, we shall 
like them none the worse ; but receive a zest to act with 
additioual spirit for the future. • 



THE. END. 
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REMARKS. 



The balm that applies to the iniud is, of all others, the 
most rare and subtle. Bodily suffering yields to hjiman 
skill ; but meutal anguish is beyond the physician's art. 
^]acbeth anxiously inquires, 

** Caiut thou not minister to a mind dUsetuedf 
Pluck from the memory a rooted lorrow ; 
Rase out the written troutdes of the brain, 
Andf with some sweet oblivious antidote. 
Cleanse the foul bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which wdghs upon the heart r* 

To which question he receives this comprehensive reply, 

** Therein the patient 
Must minister to Aim»e{f.** . . 

*' A Cure for the Heartache" is a pleasing illustration 
of this principle. Certain characters are introduced, whO« 
having more or less offended against justice and virtue, are 
baffled iu their pursuit of happiness by a dbturbed and re- 
proaching conscience, i'^'or it is not in scenes of wealth and 
grandeur, that happiness consists— 

*« The heart, distrusting, asks if thU be Joy r 

It is in acts of kindness and benevolence to our fellow 
men— 

*' Would ye be blest, the proper means pursue ; 
Make otfters happy, and be happy too !" 

In conscious rectitude and integrity— 

'* The soul's cabn sunshine^ and the heartfSrit Joy 
That coMcience gives, and nothing can destroy." 

Tt is not' to be found abroad,, but at home* Not in riot and 
gaiety ; but. in reflexion and contentment— 

" With these, cdestial wisdom calms the rnJnd, ) 

And makes the happiness she does not find,** 

The plot of this comedy is interesting ; the incidents 
possess sufficient bustle and whim, without descending to 
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buffoonery and extrayagance ; the situations are highly co. 
mic ; while the characters are drawn with no less atten- 
tion to humour, than to truth and nature. 

The moral (a word unknown to the present stage) can- 
not be too highly praised. We envy not the mind that caii 
rise from the perusal of this piece, without feeling awa- 
kened and iroprored. A lesson of deep importance is held 
forth to a variety of characters, from the palace to the cot- 
tage. Mr. Morton is peculiarly happy in his pictures of 
ruMtlc life and manners. "A Cure for the Heartache" ex- 
hibits some of his choicest specimens in this way. 

That evil communications corrupt good manners (a sen- 
timent that Saint Paul himself borrowed from a dramatic 
poet of antiquity) is very forcibly shewn in this drama. 
Expensive .luxury, and fashionable dissipation, when trans- 
planted from crowded cities, their native soil, to village 
society, spread their poison with double veuom.^ As 
healthy bodies imbibe infection in a stronger degi-ee, than 
those that are already diseased and sickly. However erro- 
neous, in Sk political view, we may pronounce this sentiment 
of the poet, 

** Though poor the peasantfs hut* his feastg thou«;h small. 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed. 

we desire not, morally speaking, to see this mischievous 
Intrusion of wealth, with all its attendant vices, in the bo- 
som of a virtuous peasantry. To maintsun the patriarchal 
hospitality of our ancestors is one thing ; to revel in heart- 
less luxury is another. The former diffuses plenty and 
cheerfulness around ; the latter is sensual and exclusive — 
gross to the sight, and poison to the touch. 

It was not necessary to travel to India for a delinquent. 
A vulgar notion Las prevailed, and Foote joined in the cry, 
in his farce of the " Nabob," that fortunes acquired in t/tcU 
quarter must necessarily be the fruit of oppression. Let 
us look at some of our overgrown fortunes at home^ and 
then ask whether they have been amassed with a less sa- 
crifice of human happiness. We will venture to affirm* 
^hat in no part of the gKobe, from Indus to the ?ole, have 
greater sums been acquired, at the expense of life and li- 
berty, than in this laud of freedom. The growing evil was 
contemplated, with a prophetic eye, by the loveliest of all 
ytoets, many years since. 

* 111 fares the land, to hastening ills a pie)'. 
Where wealth accumulates and men decay : 



RBMARKS. 7 

And he then toked a question, which has never yet receiv- 
ed an answer. 

** Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey ; 
The rich man*« loys Increase, the poor's decay, 
'Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land." 

Vortex' is likely to find quite as many prototypes in Umdon 
as iu India. 

Extravagance is always selfish and unfeeling. Amidst 
the follies of the passing day, we cannot find '* leisure to he 
good." Reflexion, whenever it does intrude — and intrude 
tV win — is so unwelcome a visitor, that wc ** pitsh on, keep 
moving," through the accustomed round, hoping that it 
may be lost in the maze. The description that Mtn /^or- 
tex gives of her bnlliimt house-warming, though apparent- 
ly ssttirical, is true to the letter. We have seen quite 
enough of life to recognize the originals. Those *' little 
creatures, called the great," however jealous of being 
eclipsed by lesser stars, scruple not to mingle with them, so 
long as they can minister to their tastea and extravagances. 
But when a reverse of fortune ensues, mark the contrast ! 

*' Ah ! must I tell the sequel of the tale ? 
Poor Madam Fus80ck*s purse heffint to fail : 
She learns a truth she never studited yet^ 
That cits must pay, though nobles run m debt.' 
The house is sold, the servants all dismiss d. 
Her luckless husband dreads the bailiif 's fist. 
And Mistress Fussock (much against her will) 
Returns to breathe the air of Garlic Hill."* 

The author has not dealt fairly with the character of 
Frank Gotland. It was too severe a trial, under such per 
culiar circumstances of distress, to bring him in contact 
vf\X\\ the purse. As it is, his compunction appears more 
the result of alarm, than of principle. 

" New fears in dire vicissitude invade. 
The rustling brake alanns, and quivering shadeb** 

The incident is highly effective on the stage ; but it is pro^ 
ducing effect, at the expense of propriety. He comes out 
of the fire it is true, but not without burning his iingerst 
The powerful acting of Fawcett, in this scene, made us 
forget every lapse in the author. 

. We can hardly persuade ourselves thvit^Jessy is a country 
lass. She talks sentiment like a boarding-school Miss; 
and cries, like a Queen in a tragedy. But the mystery is 

• «• Womao"--A Satire. ^ ' 
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solved— she has been in *' Luonuu towo, to take in her 
laming !'* 

It requii*ed a delicate and skilful hand to draw the 
tailors, father and sun, without bringing down the wrath 
of that irascible body. Tailors— (eighteen of *eni put to- 
gether !) are men. 

" Their prowess has prodaiin*d— -let nations team, . 
. A tailor's 6000m, like his goose» will bum.*** 

and actors, and authors, can bring woeful proof that the 
Sons of the Thimble are not to be quizzed with impunity. ' 
In ihk instance, Mr. Morton has elevated tailors to the 
dignity of men. What fraternity would not be proud of 
Okl Rapid for an associate, brimful as he is of kind feeling 
and quaint humour ? Not so with Young Rapid : he is a 
sad renegade, — a trnant to his craft, — ambitious to sink the 
tulor, that has made him swim. For this apostacy, he can 
offer but one apology, that of being more undei* the in- 
fluence of St. Vitus than tailors are in general. The perpe- 
tual motion of Young Rapid, and the deliberate movements 
of Old ; the fidgetty impatience of the former to banish every 
remembrance of the shop \* and the early prepossessions 
of the latter^ discovering tliemselves in every word, look, 
and action, produce a contrast equally novel and ludicrous. 
The compunction of Young Rapid for his conduct to Jessy ^ 
his return to the mirror, and his reflection. The scene 
before the duel, between the father and son \ and the strug- 
gle of the former, between filial affection and honest pride. 
The scene after the duel, when Old Rapid ewijtt^ capering, 
and' that truly characterbtic /rmY about the *^ brand new 
sUoer'hilied sword" His interview vnWiJessp, *^ril kill him f 
Ms my own son, and Fve a right to do it/" — His trium- 
phant exclamation at the close, *' Damme, therms t/teson of 
a taUor for you /*' and his accompanying remark, ** Yes, 
and let" me tell you, that one guinea honestly gotten by 
blood drawn from the Jinger, is sweeter than a million 
obtained by blood drawn from the heart !**. arc legitimate 
comedy. Among the drollest scenes, we may instance that 
where Young Rapid is discovered mending his coat,—' 
** Thafs a kmg stitch /" and the speech scene, with Vortex^ 
where the son looks out at the window to divert his ennui ^ 
and the father falls asleep. The parliamentary allusions, 
particularly ** Then make me Speaker r are extremely 
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apposite. Had they to pass the ordeal of modem inqaist- 
tioo, they would, iu all probability, be struck out at one 
fell swoop ! 

Mrs. Inchbald has pronounced the fttf m0 of this comedy 
to be most apt. It is so, but not in that lady's sense of the 
word. '* A Cure for the Heartache ** docs not imply that 
eacestive merriment which this comedy never fails to pro- 
duce. It has a deeper allusion. Rendering justice to those 
whom we have injured, is a cure for the heartache. 

We remember the original Bapids, Lewis and Muuden, 
in their theatrical meridian. More perfect acting was never 
, beheld at any period of the drama. The euergy of Lewis 
was wonderful. His genius was a brilliant light, that 
flashed almost intolerable day. His words flew from his 
lips ; while chairs and tables—in fact, every obstacle that 
stood in the way of his mercurial body, were either anni^ 
hilated or over-leaped in an instant t We have heard him, 
arms a-kimbo, go through the various degrees of mirth'; 
from the half-smothered titter to the broad horse-laugh, 
carrying the audience with him, with irresistible glee, and 
returning to his charge, with supplementary roars, when 
he had fairly exhausted every body but himself. No actor, 
in our time, ever laughed Yike Lewis. We would advise all 
whose lungs are touched, to avoid even the recollection of 
Munden in Old Rapid,' If ever the longitude was discover- 
ed, it was surely at that moment when, with melancholy 
physiognomy, he chuckles out '* Ha, he .'" after the adven- 
ture of the coat. It is a queer thing to laugh with one side 
of one*s face, and to qry with the other ; and Munden does 
botii to a miracle. 

Mr. Fawcett, in Frank Oatland, as regards humour, 
judgment^ ifod feeling, was everything that coidd be desired. 
But the country dialect was a considerable drawback on his 
performance. The same remark may apply to his Sir Francis 
ff^ronghead, which would be a capital piece of acting, but 
for this disadvantage. Mr. Fawcett cannot assume the 
country dialect, nor could Munden, with any degree of 
success. AJunden's John Moody, though sparkling with 
genuine humour, was a failure in this respect Wanting 
this verisimilitude, these great actors must yield the palm, in 
Frank Oatland and John Moody, to the late Mr. Emery. 

As it is well known that, in the construction of this 
comedy, every principal actor sat for his picture ; our friend 
Quick, among the number, ^^ ^^^ ^^ "lost admirably. 
When he bounced upon the stage, as the dapper representa- 
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tive of Indian opulence) he fairly put the audience |u a flusr 
ter, while his naming- eye and rubicund face almost threw 
them iuto a perspiration. He proclaimed it a *' Bengal 
day," and we fancied ourselves frying between the tropics. 
It will be many a day before we see another ilfw Fortes 
like Mrs. Mattocks. This lady and Miss Pope were the 
last of the school of Kitty Clive. The school of pert hoy- 
dens, starched old msuds, amorous widows, and intriguing 
chambermaids.' 

We saw Mr. EUiston, many years since, play Young 
Rapid with great vivacity and whim. We have seen himk 
more recently in the character, and<with scarcely any dimir 
uutiou of his original spirit But Lewis had already fixed 
the town.^ He had stamped the mercurial tailor so com- 
pletely with his own image^ that every attempt, however ex- 
cellent, was regarded only as borrowed ligbt^ while every 
falling off (and we have witnessed 8ome.lamentable;ones 
indeed !^ appeared, in the. fullest sense of the word, dark- 
ness visible. We remember Mr. Liston playing Frank 
Oatlandj for Mrs. Gibbs's benefit at the Hay market Theatre^ 
The performance appeared to us cold and spiritless, giving 
no evidence of that rich comic genius which, at a future 
period, was to contribute so largtly to the stock of fun 
and merriment. 

*' A Cure for the Heartache? was a favourite on it» 
first appearance, and it has continued in the. good graces of 
the public ever since. We only regret that, at present, it 
cannot be played. We have still the comedy; but, aa 
CoUey Gibber once said to Garrick upon a similar occasion, 
" Where are your actors V* 

(^D G. - 
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SIR HTJBERT.-.BTOWI1 coat, lined with idiite silk, rich satin 
waistcoat, and buckskin breeches. 

CHARLES STANLEY.— -A gentleman's plain suit. 

yORTEX. — Purple velvet suit, embroidered with silk, morning 
gown and cap. . . 

YOUNG RAPID. — Blue frock coat, white cord breeches. 2nd 
dress, buff coat and dressing gown. 

OLD RAPID. — Brown dsess coat tupd waistcoat, black silk breeches, 
crimson morning gown, and three-oomered hat. 

HEARTLE Y. — ^Brown coat and breeches, black waisttoat, camlet 
fly, and bat. . . . ' . . 

FARMER OATLAND.T— Drab coat and breeches, red waistcoat, 
worsted stockiAgs, shoes, and buckles* 

FRANK OATLAND. — ^White coat, scarlet plush waistcoat, leather 
breeches, and short smock frock. 2nd dress, white livery, with 
wonted lace, and red waistcoat. 

BRONZfi.>-Blue coat, steel buttons. White waistcoat, buff breeches, 
white stockings and shoes. 

LANDLORD.— tMiited coat, red waistcoat, leather breeches, and 
«pion. 

BARBER. — Striped Jacket, buff breeches, and white apron. 

WAITER^(|-Froek suits. 

SIR HUBERT'S FOUR S£RyANTS.~>Liveries. 

FOUR BLACK SERVANTS.— Two in white liveries. Two in 
cotton gowns and sashes. • 

ELLEN.^Very neat white muslin dress. 

MISS VORTEX. — Handsome tatin dress, riohly trimmed and 
ornam«ited. > ) 

' J£SSY.— -Plain slate-coloured dress, with dark trimming, straw or 
chlpluit, aproii,.wlth pockets. 
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A CURE FOR THE HEARTACHE- 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Farm^yord, Htnue on me side, l. s. e. 
A neat Flower-garden on the other. The belle of a 
teamJingRng, 

Faank, [without] R. 

WoYR ! whoh! SinUer. [Enters, n,] Sol feytber be 
not come home from the Nabob's bouse yet Eh ! bcsui't 
that sietcr Jessy in her garden , busy among the poseys ? — 
Sister Jessy ! 

Enter Jessy fiom tJie Garden, R. 'v,E. a watering-pot in 

her hand. 

Jee, Ah, (r.) Frank ! so soon retaruod from Gloucester ? 
Have you sold the corn ? 

Fro. (l.) Ees. 

Jes. And how did you like the town ? You were never 
.there before. 

fra, iioike it — I doan't know bow I loik'd it, not I ; 
;I zpmehow%ouldn't zee the town for the housen : despe- 
rate zight of them, to be zure !— But, Jessy, you who went 
,to. Lunnun 4own to take in your laming, can tell me, be 
there as many houses in I^unnvta ? 

Jes. A hundred times the number. 
.• Fra, And do your 'squires there, like Sir Hubert Stan- 
'ley and the NalK>b here, keep fine coaches ? 
. Jes* Yes, Frank ; tiiere are some thousands round St. 
James's Gate. 

Fra, St James's Geat ! Dong it ; it would be worth a 
l2por man's while to stand and open that geat— Pray you, 
where do ihat geat lead to ? 

Jes. (k.) The road to preferment, Frank. 

Fro. (l.) Ecod, if your road to preferment be so cram- 
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med wi' your coaches an^ great folk, do wonder a poor 
man be run down when he tries to get a bit 

Jes. Ha! ha! 

Fra, You seem to be in terrible good spirits, Jessy ! 

Jes, I have reason, Franli. i have just received a letter 
from my dear Edward, who has left London on business 
with his father, Mr. Rapid, and will be here to-day. 

Fra, I suppose it be a desperate long letter, and cruel 
sweet Full of kisses and voluntines. Nine sheets, I 
warrant 

Jes, Hardly nine words. The truth is, that Edward, 
though handsome, generous, and I hope sincere, is impa- 
tient and hasty to a degree, that — 

Frai Hasty ! What then ? When a man be on the road 
to do good, he can't go too fast, I say. — Bean't that feyther 
coming through Wheat- Ash ? He have been drinking and 
gamestring all good Sunday night wi' Nabob's sarvants, — 
how whitish and deadly bad he do look. He used to be as 
comely and handsome as either of us, wasn't he now ? — 
Do you know, Jessy, at church yesterday. Sir Hubert look- 
ing round, as he always do, to see if his tenants be there^ 
missed feyther, and gave me such a desperate look, that I 
dropt prayer-book out of my hand ; and truly, when fey- 
ther do go to church, I be always shamed, he never knows 
where to find the collect — never— -I'm sure it be not my 
fault, he be so ifuU of prodigality-^never son set feyther 
better example than I do's mine ; what can I do more for 
'un ? it wouldn't be becoming in me to leather feyther, 
would it. Jessy ? 

Je9» Here he comes -I'll return to my garden — to con., 
verse with him is to me dreadful ; for while my breast 
rises with indignation at his conduct as a iflan, it sinks 
agfdn, in pity for thejnisfortunes of a parent 

Fra. Now that^s just like I — I feels as if I should like to 
lick 'un, and cry all the time— but what will be the end 
on't, Jessy ? 

Jes* Ruin, inevitable ruin ! [Despondinglsf^ 

Fra, Well, don't thee be cast down— thee knows I be 
cruel kind to thee ; at meals, I always gi*s thee the despe- 
rate nice bits ; and if thy lover prove false-hearted, or fey- 
ther should come to decay, I be a terrible strong lad, I'll 
.work, for thee fra sun-rise to down } and if any one offer 
to harm thee. Til fight for thee till I die. 

J^s, Thanks, my good lad : thanks, dear brother. 

[Kisses him, and ejrit, r. e. e 
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Frcu As nice a bit of a sister that, as in all couutry 
round. 

Enter Farmer Oatland, dressed in a compwnd ofrusticUp 

and fashion y a. 

Oat, [Singing, r.] 3a viamo tutti tra. — Doui it, this be 
what I call loife I Have you sold the wheat ? 

Fra. (l ) Ees. 

Oai, How much ? 

Fra, Two load. — Six and twenty pound. 

Oat, lYawntHg,] Exactly the trifle I lost last night. 

Fra. What? 

Oat. Take it to the Nabob*^s gentleman. 

Fra. I were going, feyther, to the castle, to gee it to Sir 
Hubert's steward for rent. 

Oat. (r.) Rent, you boor! That for Sir Hubert.— 
[Snapping his fingers.'] Ah ! Nabob's sarvants be the 
tippy. Every thing be done by them so genteely. 

Ji'ra. (L) Ecod, you be done by them genteely enough : 
I be sure that house have brought the country round to 
ruination. Before this Nabob come here wi' all his monev, 
and be domned to 'un, every thing were as peaceable 
and decent as never was ; not a lawyer within ten miles ; 
now there be. three practizing in village ; and what's ameast 
as bad,there be three doctors j and the farmers so consated, 
drive about in their chay-carts, eat lump-sugar ev'ry day, 
and gl' balls. 

Oat, To be sure. 

Fra, And what's the upshot ? why, that they jig it away 
to county jail* 

Oat, '^Tezez-vous ! Let me see — Great Cassiuo be ten 
o*diamouds. Well, then, I play — 

Fra. Phiy ! ecod, if you go on so, you muu work tho*. 

Oat. Next, I mun take care of the speads. 

Fra. No, feyther, a spade mun take care o'you ; by gol, 
here be Mr. Heartley, Sir Hubert's steward ; — now, doan't 
you be saucy to 'un, feyther ; — now do behave thyzelf— 
DOW that's a man, feyther, do. [Clapping Mm on the back. 

Enter Heartley, r. 
Heart, (r.) Good day. Farmer Oatland ; how dost do, 
honest Frank ? 
Fra, (l.) Desperate pure, thank ye, sur. 
Heart, Well, farmer, once more 1 have called respecting 
your arrear of rent. Three hundred pound is a long sum. 
Fra, Three hundred pounds ! 

b2 
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Heart. And unless it be immediately discharged. Sir 
Hubert is resolved to — 

Oat, (r.) That for Sir Hubert He shall have his rent. 
Frantc, send your sister Jessy to tlie Nabob's, he'll let me 
have the money. 

Fra> No! I won't. — What business have sister at such a 
desperate prodigal place ! Na, na, 111 go myzelf. 

Heart, (r.) You are in the right, honest Frank. 

Fra, (l.) Yes, sur, I always am. 

Ont. Ugh ! you vulgar mungrel. Well, desire the Na- 
bob*s gentleman to desire the Nabob to let me have three 
hundred pounds. 

Fra* He won't gi' thee a brass farthing. 

Oat. Sir Hubert shall have his money — Ha! ha! ha!^ 
my notion is, he wants it sad enough, ha! ha! 

Heart. Sirrah ! 

Fra. Don't you mind 'un, zur, don't ye, he he's intoxi- 
cated. Dong thee, beheave thyzelf ! 

[^fVilh sorrow and vexation. 

Oat. Silence, you hound ! and 9bey ! — Bon jour, Mr. 
Steward, [Crosses to l.]— I'll tobed— 'Pon honour, I mus 
cut champaigue, it makes me so narvous — ^Sir Hubert shall 
have bis money, let tliat satisfy.— Follow me, cur! 

\Emt into the house, l. u. b. 

Heart. Sad doings, Frank: [Exit r. 

{Fraink shakes his head, and follows Oatland into the house. 

SCENE II — A Room in the Nabob's House. 
Enter Ellen Vortex, l. meeting Bronze, r. 

EU. (l.) Good Mr. Bronze, have you been at Sir Hu- 
bert Stanley's ? . 

Bro. (r.) Yes, ma'am. 

EU, Is CharleJi Stanley arrived .* 

Bro. No, ma'am ; but he is hourly expected. 

Ell, Do they say he is well— quite recovered? 

Bro. I don't know, ma*am, upon my souL — I beg par- 
don, but really the Baronet's house is horrid vulgar, com- 
pared to your uncle's, the Nabob's hei-e ; I peeped through 
my glass into au old hall, and beheld fifty paupers at din- 
ner ,— such wretches .'—:and the Baronet himself walking 

round the table, to see them properly fed How damned 

low ! — Ugh ! I would bet a rump and dozen, our second 
table is more genteelerer than Sir Hubert's own. But I 
must away, for we expect the rich Miss Vortex— I beg pai-- 
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don ; but your ^name and the Nabob's daagbtei- being tKe 
same, we call ber the rich, to distinguish — 

£U, And you do wisely.— No term of distinction could 
possibly be more significant, or better understood by the 
world than that you Jiave adopted. 

Bro, Hope no offence, ma'am. 

£U. None, Bronzy; go in — [Bronze crosses to l. 

Bro. The last man on earth to offend a fine woman. 

EU, ^rhe rich Miss Vortex — most tine.— But now my 
dear Charles Stanley is returned, I claim the superior 
^tle of the happy. Oh ! Charles, when we parted last at 
Spa; how great the contrast! thy animated form was pri- 
soned in tlie icy fetters of disease, thy pale and quiv*ring 
lip refused a last adieu ; — but ha ! a smile that seemed 
borrowed from a seraph, who waited to bear thee up to 
heaven, swore for thee everlasting love. That smile sup> 
ported me in solitude, — but to solitude I have now bade 
adieu ; and to be near the lord . of my heart, have again 
entered this house, the palace of ruinous luxury and licen- 
tious madness : — ^buthere comes its whimsical proprietor. 

Mnter Mr. Vortex, with a paper in his hand, attended by 
John, Robert, and two black Servants, l. 

f^or. Sublime ! — Oh, the fame of this speech will spread 
to Indostan. £h ! don't I smell the pure air in this room ? 
Oh! you villains, would you destroy me? [Crdsses kJ] 
Throw about the perfumes. [JBjnt Servants r.] For legis- 
lative profundity, for fancy and decoration — ^'tis a speech — 

£11, What speech is it, sir ? 

f^or. Aht Ellen, — ^why, my maiden speech in parlia- 
ment.— It will alarm all Europe. — I'll speak it to you — 

JSIL No, my dfar uncle, not just now; I heai* you've 
been ill. 

y'or. Oh ! very. A strange agitation at my heart, and 
^uch a whizzing and spinning in my head — 

JSU. I hope you've had advice. 

f^orJ Oh, yes ; I've had them all. One physician told 
«De it was caused by too brilliant and effervescent a genius ; 
*--the next said, it was the scurvy !— a third, it proceeded 
from not eating pepper to a melon ; — another had the im- 
fmdence to hint it was only little qualms that agitated 
some gentlemen who had made fortunes in India ;— one 
recommended a sea voyage, — another, a flannel night-cap ; 
one prescribed water,— the other, brandy ; but, however, 
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they all agreed in this essential point, that Via not to be 
contradicted, but have my way in every thing. '- 

Ell. An extremely pleasant prescription^ certainly. But 
under these circumstances do you hold it prudent, uncle, 
to become a parliamentary orator ? I believe a little gentle 
contradiction is usual in that house. 

yw, I know it-^but if you will hear my speech, you 
will see how 1 manage— I begin^^ir— 

Enter i own ^ R. 

Ser. Your daughter, Sir, is arrived from town. 

EIL Thanlw you, cousin, for this relief. [At*de. 

Miss Vor. [fVUhouty r. j Above, is he ?— Oh, very well ! 

Vor. Zounds ! Vm not to be interrupted. 

Ser* She is here, sir. 

Enter Miss Vortex, r. — Exit John^ r. 

Miss Vor. My dear Nabob, uncommon glad to see yoi|. 
Ah, Ellen! [Crosses i:,\ what, tired of seclusion and a 
cottage? 

EU. (l.) I hope, cousin, I am welconie to you. 

Miss Vor. (c.) Certainly ; you know we are uncom- 
mon glad to see any body in the country. But, my dear 
Nabob, you don'f inquire about the opening of our town- 
house. 

/^or. (r.) I was thinkhig of my speech. ' • 

Miss Vor* The most brilliant house-warming — uncom*- 
.mon full, about a thousand people'—every body there^ 

EU. Pray, cousin, do.you then visit every body ? 

Miss Vor, Cert£unly ; they must ask me. 

j^//. Must! I- should imagine that would depend on 
inclination. « 

Miss VoYk Inclination ! Pshaw !. I hes^your pardoii^'Jiut 
you are really uncommon ignorant, my dear. They mask 
ask me, I tell you.— -Now, suppose a duchess rash enough 
to shut me from her parties ;-rvery well — She names a 
night — I name the same, and give an entertainment great- 
ly surpassing hers in splendour and profusion.-*Whal is 
the consequence } — why, that her rooms are as deserted 
as an ex-^minister's levee, and mine crammed to suflbca- 
tion with her Grace's most puissant and noble friends.-?- 
Ha '. ha ! my dear Ellen, the Court of St. James's ru» 
after a good supper as eagerly as the Court of Aldermen.— 
Ha \ ha ! your being in this country. Nabob, was thought 
quite charming.— A host not being at home to receive hit 
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gaests is ttncommon new and elegant, isn't it. Here we 
improve, my dear, on ancient hospitality — ^those little me- 
: morandams', Nabob, will give you an idea of. the sort of 
thing. 

F'or, [JReads.^ " March^" — Oh i that's a delightful 
month, when nature produces nothing, and every thing is 
forced.-T-Let me see — "Jifty quarts of green pease, at five 
guineas a quart" — that was pretty well i — **five hundred 
peaches^** — at what ?— ** a guinea each.** — Oh ! too cheap* 

Miss Vor. *Tis very true ; but, I assure you, I tried 
. every where to get them dearer, but could not. 

yor. And I suppose the new white satin fnrnlture was 
all spoiled. 

Miss F'or. Oh ! entirely — and the pier glasses shivered 
to pieces so delightfully. 

F'or. Well, I hope you had the whole account put in the 
papers .' 

Miss f^or. Certainly, else what would have been the use 
of giving the -f^te. Then the company ; such charming 
ecceutricit), such characters out of character. — Ohl my 
dear Miss Vortex, why don't you partake in these charm- 
ing scenes. 

Ell, My dear Miss Vortex, six suppers would annihilate 
my fortune. « 

Miss Vor, Oh ! true ; I forgot your uncommon small 
fortune : ^ut I don't think it much signifies. I swear peo*- 
pie of fashion in town seem to do as .well without money 
as with it You might be successful at play — ^there are 
points to be learnt which certainly do not give you the 
wprst of the game. . Come, will yoii be my prot^g^ ? 
: £0. Excuse me, cousin, I dare say I ought to be covered 
with blushes when I own a vulgar detestation of the cha- 
racter of a: female gamester ; and I must decline^ the ho- 
nour of your introduction to the haut-ton, till at least they. 
Iiave justice on their side. 
. Miss For. An uncommon odd girl. Nabob. 

JSll* Heavens ! to what state of abject degradation must 

fashionable society be reduced, when officers of police are 

.-as much dreaded by ladies in the purlieus of St. James's, 

as they are by cut-purses in the wretched haunt j)i St. 

Giles's. 

A/iss Vor. For shame, Ellen, to censure your own sex. 

jEIL No,' madam ^ 1 am its advocate ; and in that sex*s 
name protest an abhorrence of those women who do not 
consider any thing shameful, but to be ashamed of any 
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things whose resemblance to nature and innocencie exists 
but in their nakedness, and to whom honour is only linown 
as a pledge at a gamiug-table. [EjpU, l. 

Miss Vor. Did you ever hear, Nabob ? 

f^</r. I did not bear a word she said ; I was thinking of 
my speech. 

Miss Vor, A pert, gothic, low-bred creature ! But her 
contemptible fortune suits uncommon well with her 
grovelling ideas. 

yor. Don't you talk of her fortune, it always makes my 
poor head worse. You know at the time I gave her five 
thousand pounds in lieu of what I called her expectations, 
I had in my hands . an enormous sum of hers. O dear ! 
I'm afraid the doctor was right— ah ! mine ai'e certainly 
East India qualms— I wonder, if giving her fifty thousand 
back again would do my heart any«good ? 

Miss F'or, What ! my dear Naiiob ? I declare you quite 
shock me. 

Vor, Oh, conscience ! 

Miss Vor, Conscience ! he \ he ! a thing so uncommon 
vulgar, a thing so completely cbaiisseed ; besides, yoa 
know -very well it is absolutely impossible to e^ist under 
twenty thousand pounds a year. 

Vor. Thafs very true. 

Miis Vor. Some people certainly do contrive to gnib on 
with ten thousand, but how they do it is to me miraculous ; 
then tliiuk of your Intention of marrying me to the son of 
your great rival, the baronet ; think of bis borough. * 

Vor. Ah ! very true. — Conscience, avauut ! 1 have made 
a motion on matrimony to Sir Hubert 

Miss Vw. And young Stanley's arrival. Oh ! what a 
sweet youth ! 

Vw. Oh I what a sweet borough interest ! But Tm 
glactyour heart is interested. 

Miss Vw. Heart interested ! Lu^, how can you suspect 
me of so uncommon vulgar a sensation. I trust my joy is 
occasioned by ideas more becoming a woman of fashion. — 
I am charmed' because his fortune is large, his family an- 
cient ; and because my marriage will render all my female 
friends so uncommon miserable ; and because I suspect that 
Ellen met young Stanley at Spa, and chat she dares aspire to— 

Vor. I wish she were out of the house. 

Miss Vor, No— she shall stay to witness my triumph. 

Vor.- Shail stay. — I'm not to be contradicted, you know 
—my physicians — - 
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JkftM Vw. Certainly not, my dear Nabob \ but I may 
recommend ; I'm sure no physician would object to your 
taking advice. Ab ! does Ellen love you as I do ?— will 
she listen to your speech as I intend to do ?— would she 
throw away thousands for* you in a night, as I do ? 
> • Vor. Very true ! very true ! [Eareunij l. 

SCENE III.— ^ Pkoiure Ground^ and a viewo/antmeietii 

Castle, 

Enter f^r Servants, dressed in old-fashioned liveries, then 
Sir Hubert Stanley a;u/ Heartley, l. u. e. 

. Sir Hub, (r«) Good Heartley, is all prepared for my boy's 
reception, his favourite study on the southern battlement ? 
Are his dogs trained — his hunters well conditioned ? 

Ilea, (u) To say truth. Sir Hubert, the castle has been 
all day in quarrel, each servant claiming the right of ex- 
clusive attendance on his dear young master. 

Sir Hub, I thank their honest loves. He writes me he 
is well,:good Heartley ; quite well.-r^Ha ! the village bells 
proclaim my boy's arrival.-.-Dost thou hear the people's 
shouts ? 

Hea, Aye, and it revives my old heart. 

Sir Hub, These welcomes are the genuine effusions of 
love and gratitude. — Spite of this Nabob's arts, you see 
how my loving neighbours respect me. 

Enter James, l. 

Where is. my boy ? 

.Ja, Not yet arrived, su*. 

Sir Hub, No ! 

Ja. These rejoicings are for the Nabob's daughter, who 
is just come from London. 
. Sir Hub. Indeed I [Peevishly,) Well, well. 

Ja, (l.) My young master will alight privately at Oat- 
land's farm, and walk through the park. 

[Emt James at Gate. 

Sir Hub. (r.) The Nabob's daughter 1 Well, let it pass. 
Heartley, what said Farmer Oatland ? 

Hea..(c.) Nothing but what profligacy and insoleuoi 
iiictated — he defied your power, and sent to the Nabob. 

Sir Hub, Ungrateful man! let a distress be issued.-— 
Hold ! no, no. 

Hea, Indeed, Sir Hubert, he is undeserving your lenity. 
Besides, sir, your mortgagee, Mr. Rapid, the wealthy tai- 
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lor, will be here to-daf*~>tlie interest on the mortgage must 
be paid — some of your election bilU remain unliqiudated, 
aud I f«ar without a further mortgage — 

Sir Hub. Don't torture. Pardon me, good old man. 

Hea, Truly, Sir Hubert; what might have beeu effected 
with five thousand pounds some years ago, will now re- 
quire ten — ^you must retrench your hospitable benevolence. 

Sir Hub. My worthy steward, my head has long acknow- 
ledged the truth of your arithmetic—but my head could 
never teach it to my heart, 

Hea. Aud, sir, you may raise your rents. 

Sir Hub. Never, Heartley — never. — What! shall the 
many suffer that I may be at ease ! — But away with care — 
this is a moment devoted to extasy — this is the hour a 
doatiug father is to clasp an only child, who, after combat- 
ing with disease and death, returns triumphant to his arms 
in lusty health and manhood. — Ah! he approaches ;'~^ 
[Crosses^ l.] 'tis my boy — ^Dost thou not see him in the 
beecheu avenue. — Dull old man, advance thine hand thus. 
[Putting hia hand over his forehead.] See how his eyes 
wander with delight, and renovate the pictures of his 
youth. — Ah ! now he sees his father, and files like light* 
ning. 

JSnter Charles Stanley, l. [Kneels.] 

Cha. (l.) My honour'd, my lov'd father ! 

Sir Hub. (c.) Rise to my heart. Stand off, and let my 
eyes gloat upon thee — thou art well. Thy arm, good 
Heartley. Nay, do not weep, old honesty, 'twill infect me. 

Cha. [Crosses to Heartley.] Ah ! my excellent old 
friend — in health, 1 hope ? 

Hea, (r.) Aye, good master ; and this day ivill make me 
young again. 

Cha. Dear father, already must I become a suitor tq 
you. Passing Oatlaud's farm, i found his lovely daughter 
Jessy in tears, occasioned by. her father's inability to pay 
his rent. I dried them with a ^TomUe.-^[Heartley shake* 
his heady and Sir Hubert averts his face.] — Ua ! your brow 
is clouded with un happiness : pray, sir — 
Sir Hub. (l.) Good Heartley, leave VLi.—[Ejfeunt^ 
Heartley and Servants^ R.]-~Charles, so mixed is llie cup of 
life, that this day, the happiest thy old father can e'er hope 
to see, is dash'd witli bitterness and sorrow, boy. I have 
been a very unthrift to thee. 

Cha. (r.) Oh, sir. 
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• 

Sir Hub. Listen to me. — You faaire heard how my father 
kept alive the benevolent hospitality that once distinguished 
Old England ; and I, not finding in modern ethics aught 
likely to improve either the morals or happiness of man- 
kind, determined to persevere in the ways of my fathers. 
Soon after yon went abroad, the adjoining estate was par« 
chased hy an East^Indian, groaning under wealth pno- 
dnced by groans. Like the viper, after collecting in the 
warm sunshine his bag of venom, he came to the abode of 
peace and hmocence, and disseminated his poison. Riot, 
contention, indolence, and vice, succeeded. I struggled 
against this mischief, which spurred him on to oppose me 
in my election, lliis contest, (I trust, Charles, you think 
the dignity of our family diemanded it,)— this contest, 
I say, obliged me to mortgage my estate, to a considerable 
amount ; and, I fear, boy, even that will not suffice. Dost 
thou not blame thy fether? 

' CAff. Blame, sir? my fortune— nay, my life is held but 
to promote your happiness. 

Sir Hub. Glorious boy I then all will be well again — thy 
estate restored, thy wealtli enlarg'd. 
' Cha, How? 

Sir Hub. By marriage, Charles. 

^ [Charles averts Ms face with d^ection. 

Cha, Marriage, sir! — To conceal the passion that 
triumphs here were but to deceive a father, and injure the 
bright excellence I love. When I was ill at Spa, the vota- 
ries of pleasure avoided me as the harbinger of melanchoo 
ly, and I was despised as a thing passing into oblivion by 
all but one fair creature. 1 obtained an opportunity to 
thank her for the charitable pity her eye had beamed on 
me. Love soon kindled his torch at pity's altar^ fox I 
found in Miss Vortex such excellence — 

Sir Hub. Who ? 

Cha, Miss Vortex, sir. 

Sir Hub, From India? 
- Cha. The same. 

Sir Hub. She that is now proposed for your alliance ? 

Cha. Is it possible ? 

Sir Hub. And awaits your arrival in the neighbourhooA. 

Cha. Oh ! let me haste to her. [Crosses to l.] Yet bold ! 
Frank Oakland attends to hear your determination. ' 

Sir H. At present, Charles, I cannot grant your suit. 
ICharles beckons in Frank.] Young man, tell your father. 
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ihe law must take itfl course. When I see in him symp- 
toms of contrition and amendment, J may restore him. 

Fra. (l.) Thank ye^thauk ye, sur. 

Cha, (c.) . How came this distress to fall on him. 

Fra* Why, sur, he went on farmering pretty tightinly, 
didn't he, sur ? till he keept company wi' Nabob's sar- 
vants ; then all of a sudden, he took to the gentleman line. 
I conceats, sur, he didn't much understand the trim on't, 
for the gentlemim line didn't answer at all. I hope your 
honour bean't angry wi' I for speaking to young 'squire ; 
your worship do know I were a bit of a playfellow wi' un, 
and we followed our studies together. 

Sir H. [r.] Indeed ! 

Fra* Ees, sur, we went through our letters— and a-b, 
ab — e-b, eb— >there somehow I stuck, and 'squire weut 
clean away into abreviation and abomination ; and then, 1 
never could take much to your pens, they be so cruel small ; 
now a pitchfork do fit my hand so desperate kindly as 
never was. 

Sir H» Ha! ha! Come, my boy, you'll want refresh- 
-ment. [Eant R. Frank bow€ and is going l« 

Cha. What, honest Frank, will you not walk with <me to 
the castle ? 

Fra. if your honour be so gradous. 

€ha. Nay, wear your hat. 

Fra, O dear 1 O dear 1 what a pity nobody do see I. 

Cha* Come, brother student, your baud. 
. Fra. My hand I Lord dong it, only think o' I. 

[Exeunt, hand in hand, &. 

END OP ACT I. 



ACT IL 

SCENE L-^A Room in an Jtm. Table and two Chairs. 

Enter U Waiter, mth a Portmanteau, meeting Bronze, r. 

. fVai. (l.) Coming, sir. 

Y. Bap, [fFkhout, l.] Zounds, why don't you come ? 
MThy don't all of you come, eh ? 

Bro, Waiter, who are these people ? 

f§^ai, I don't know» Mr. Bronze. The young one seenss 
a <)ueer one — ^he jumped out of the mail, ran into the 
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kitchen, whipped the turnspit into a gallop, and bade him 
keep moving ; and though not a minute in the house, he 
had been in every room from the garret to the cellar. Fa- 
ther anil son, I understand. The name on the luggage, I 
see, is Rapid.* * 

• Bto. Rapid ! [Atidtf,'] Perhaps it is my old master, the 
great tailor, and 'his harum-scarum son— I'll obsei've. 

ff^ai. Here he comes full dash, and the old man trotting 
after him like a terrier. [Ejfeuni r. 

Enter Old and Young 'Rapid, h, 

Y* Rap. Come along, dad — ^pusb on, my dear dad. WeU> 
here we are — keep moving. 

O, Rap. Moving! Zounds, haven't I been moving all 
Bight in the mail-coach, to please you ? 

Y, Rap. Mail ! famous thing, isn't it ? Je up ! whip 
over counties in a hop, step, and jump — dash aloug. 

O. Rap* Od rot such hurry-scurry doings, I say. Here 
have I ground my old bones ail night in the mail, to be 
eight hours before my appointment with Sir Hubert Stan- 
ley ; and now I must sit biting my fingers. 

Y» Rap. Biting your fingers ! No, no, I'll find you some* 
thing to do. Come, we'll keep moving ! 

\Taket hisfaifter by the arm, who retUts, 

Enter Landlord, r. 

I^nd, (r.) Gentlemen, I beg leave— 

F. Rap, No prosing — to the point 

O. Rap. For shame — don*t interrupt the gentleman. 

Y. Rap. Gently, dad,->dash away, sir. 
- Lmd, A servant of Sir Hubert Stanley has been inquir- 
ing for Mr. Rapid. 

Y. Rap. Push on ! 

Land. And expects him at the castle. 

Y. Rap. That will do — push off-^bmsh— nin ! [ExU 
Landlord, ruaning, r.] That's the things— keep moving. 
I say, dad I . ** 

O. Rap. What do vou say, Neddy ? 

Y. Rap. Neddy ! damn it, don't call me Neddy. I hate 
to be called Neddy. 

O. Rap, Well, I won't 

Y. Rap. That's settled — ^I say— what's your business with 
Sir Hubert ? — some secret, eh ? 

O. Rap. [Atide.Ti I won't tell you. Oh, no— 4 bill he owes 
me for making his clothes and liveries. 

c 
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K. Rap. Pagb '. he's a ready-money man. I never made 
a bill out for him in my life. It won't do. 

O. Rap. Well then, sit down, and I'll tell you. [Tftey 
4fV.] Can you sit still a moment? 

Y. Rap. [Jumping up."] To be sure I can— now tell, me, 
briefly — briefly. [Sits again. 

O. Rap. \A9ide.'\ Indeed I will not— You must know — 

Y. Rap. Aye — 

O. Rap. You must know — 

Y. Rap. Zoimds ! you have said that twice — now don't 
say it again. 

0,Rap, Well, I won't — You must know — 'tis a very 
long story. 

K. Rap. [RiHng.] Then 1*11 not trouble you. 

0. Ri^. [j^side.] I thought so. And pray what might 
induce you to come with nui ? * 

Y. Rap. [^side,] Won't tell him of Jessy. Oh, an we 
had given up trade, left off stitching— you know my way— 
I like to push on ~ change the scene, that's all — keep mov- 
ing. 

O* Rap, Moving! [Yaumt.'] Oh, my poor old bones! 
Waiter, bring me a night-gown. 

[JVatier enters, r. and heips him on with a night'guwn 
— he lays his coat on a chair. Ejcit fVaiter l.] 

Y. Rap. What are you at, dad ? 

O. Rap. Going to take a nap on that sofa. 

Y. Rap. A nap— pugh ! 

O. Rap. Zounds ! I've no comfort of my life with you. 

Y.Rap. Say no more. 

O. Rat^. But I will, though — hlirry, hurry— od rabbit it, 
I never get a dinner that's half-dressed ; and as for a com- 
fortable sleep, I'm sure — 

Y. Rap. You sleep so slow. 

O. Rap. Sleep slow ! I'll sleep as slow as I please ; so 
at your peril disturb me. Sleep slow, indeed ! 

[Yawmng. Exit r. 

Y. Rap. Now to visit Je^sy. Waiter ! 

Enter Waiter, l. 

H^ai. Sar! ^ [fflth gr^at quickness. 

Y. Rap. That's right— sir — short— your'e a fine fellow. 

fFai. Yes, sar. 

Y. Rap. Does Farmer Oatland live hereabouts ? 

ff^au Yes, sar. 

Y. Rap. How far ? 
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H^ai. Three mHes. 

Y, Rap. Which way ? 

IFai. West. 

Y- Rap, That will do— get me a buggy 

fi^ai. Yes, sar. 

Y* Rap. Oh, if my old dad had left off business as some 
"of your flashy tiulors do, I might have kept a curricle, and 
lived like a man. — Is the buggy ready ? 

PFai* No, sar. 

y. Rap. But to cut the shop with paltry five thousand. 
^-Is the buggy ready ? 

ff^aU No, sar. 

Y. Rap, Or to have dashed to Jessy in a curricle. — ^Is 
the bugs^ ready } 

H^au No, sar. [£<rt/, l. 

K. Rap. To have flanked along a ptur of blood things 
at sixteen miles an hour. [Pats fMnsdfin the act o/drivin^^f 
and sits an the chair where Old Rapid left his coat-^springs 
/torn it again.^ What the devil's that ? Zounds ! some- 
thing has run into my back. Til bet a hundred *tis a needle 
in father's pocket. Confound it ! what doos he carry needles 
now for! [Searches the pocket.] Sure enough, here it is — 
one end stuck into a letter, and the other into my back, I 
believe. Curse it • Eli ! what's this ? [Reads ] " To 
*' Mr. Rapid— Free^Hubert Stanley.*' Ha, ha, ha ! here's 
dad's secret — Now for it 1 [Reads very quick.] ** Sir Hubert 
*' Stanley will expect to see Mr. Rapid at the castle ^ and 
^' would be glad to extend the mortgage, which is now fifty 
*•*• thousand pounds.'* What's this ? [Reads again,] *' Extend 
*' the tnortgage, which is now fifty thousand potirtds^ to se* 
*' venty" Fifty thousand ! huzza ! 'tis so — my old dad 
worth fifty thousand — ^perhaps seventy— perhaps— I'll— no. 

Enter Waiter, l. 

fToL The buggy's ready, sir. 

Y, Rap. Dare to talk to me of a bugg(y, and I'll — 

ff^ai. Perhaps you would prefer a chaise and pair ? 

Y. Rap. No, 1 11 have a chaise and twelve. Abscond ! 
[Exit fVaiter.] I mu8t->l must keep moving. I must 
travel for improvement. First, I'll see the whole of my 
native country, its agriculture, and manufactories, lliat. 
I think, will take me full four days and a half. Next, I'll 
make the tour of Europe ; which, to ^do properly, will, I 
dare say, employ three weeks or a month. Then return- 
ing as completely versed in foreign manners and language 

c2 
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a8 the best of them, I'll make a push at h^h life. In tlie 
fii*8t circles I'll keep moving. Fifty thousand * perhaps 
more— perhaps— oh ! 

ff^ait. [TVHkmU, L.] You can't corae in. 

Bro» [fFilhout, l.] I tell you I will come in. 

y. Bap' Will come in ! — that's right — push on, — who- 
ever you are. 

Enter Bronze, l. 

' Bro* I thought so. How do you do, Mr. Rapid ? Don't 
you remember Bronze, your father's foreman^ when yon 
were a boy ? 

Y. Bap. Ah, Bronze ! how do you do. Bronze .' Any 
thing to say, Bronze P Keep moving. Do you know. 
Bronze, by this letter I have discovered that my father is 
worth — ^how much, think you ? 

Bro* Perhaps ten thousand. 

Y. Bap. Push' on. 

Bro. Twenty. 

Y, Bap. Push on. 

Bro, Thirty. 

Y. Bap. Keep moving. 

Bro. Forty. 

y. Bap. Fifty— perhaps— sixty— seventy— oh I I'll tell 
you. He has lent fifty thousand pounds on mortgage, to an 
old baronet. 

Bro. Sir Hubert St 

Y. Bap. [Stopping him.^ I know his name as well as 
you do. 

Bro, [AsideJ] Here's news for my master 1 — Well, uir, 
what do you mean to do ? 

Y, Bap. Do ! Push on— become a man of fashion, to be 
sure, 

Bro. What would you say, if I were to get you intro- 
duced to a Nabob ? 

Y. Bap. A Nabob ! oh ! some flash-in-the-pan chap* 

Bro. Oh, no I 

Y. Bap. What one of your real, genuine, neat as im* 
ported. Nabobs ? 

Bro. Yes, Mr. Vortex— Did you never hejir of him? 

Y. Bap. To be sure I have. But will you ? 

Bro. Yes, . 

Y. Bap. Ah ! but will you do it directly ? 

Brff. I will. 

Y. Bap, Then push off— Stop~«stop— •! beg your pardon 
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— it cuts me to the heart to stop any man, because I wish 
evei7 body to keep moving. But wou*t dad's being a tai-- 
lor, make an objection. 

Bro. No ; as you never went out with the pattera books. 

y. Bap. [Stghtng,] Oh yes, I did. 

Bro* That's awkward. But you never operated ? 

Y. Bap, [ff^ith Melancholy.] What do you say ? 

Bro» I «ay you never — 

[Describes in action the act ofseaing* 

Y, Bap, [Sig/dng deeper,] Oh ! yes, I did. 

Bro. That's unlucky. 

Y. Bap. Very melancholy, indeed ! 

Bro. 1 have it Suppose i say you are merchants. 

Y, Bup. My dear fellow, sink the tailor, and I'll give 
yon a h'dndred. 

£ro. Will you? 'lliank you. 

Y. Bap. Now push off. '' 

Bro. But don't be out of the way. 

y. Bc^. Me ! Bless you, I'm always in the way. 

Bro, Don't move. 

y.. Bo^. Yes, 1 must move a little, away you go. \^Pushes 
Bronze off, l.] Huzza J now to awake old dad. \,Exity 
and returns with OldBapidy R.] Come along, dad. 

O. Be^, IHalf asleep.] Yes, sir — yes, sir^'ll measure 
you directly — -I'll measure you directly. 

Y. Bap. He's asleep. Avvakis ! 

O. Bap. What's the matter, eh ! What's the matter ? 

y. Bap. What's the matter ! I've found fifty thousand in 
that letter. 

(y,Btq>. Indeed! {Opens the letter eagerly :] Ah! Neddy, 
have you found out — 

y. Bap, I have — that you are worth how much ? 

O. Bap, Why, since what's past — 

Y, Bap, Never mind what's past. 

O, Bap. I've been a fortunate man. My old partner used 
to say, '< Ah ! you are lucky. Rapid ; your needle always 
sticks in the right place." 

y. Bap, No, not always. [Shrugging.] But how much ? 

O. Bap. Why, as it must out, there are fifty thousand 
lent on mortgs^e.-rltem, fifteen thousand in the consols — 
Item— — 

y. Bap, Never naind the items. The total, my dear dad 
-x-tbe total. 

O. Bap, What do you think of a plum J 

c 3 
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Y. Rap*^ A plum! Ob, sweft, agreeable little, short 
word! 

O. Rap. Besides seven hundred attd ninet y ■ > 

K. Rap. tiever mind the odd money — ^that will do. But 
how came you so rich, dad ? Dam'me, you must have kept 
moving: 

O. Rap. Why, my father, forty years ago, left me five 
thousand pounds ; which, at compound interest, if you 
multiply — 

Y. R, No ; you have multiplied it famously. It's my 
business to reduce it. [Aside] Now, my dear dad, in the 
first place, never call me Neddy. 

0. Rap, Why, what must I call you ? , 

F. Rap. Ned-— short — Ned. 

O. Rap, Ned ! O Ned ! ^* 

Y, Rap. That will do. And, in the next place, sink the 
tailor. Whatever you do, sink the tailor. 

O. Rap. Sink the tailor ! What do yon mean f 

Y. Rap. Vve news for you. We are going to be intro- 
duced to Mr. Vortex, the rich Nabob. • 

O. Rap. You don't say so ! Huzza ; it will be the making 
of us. 

Y. Rap. To be sure* Such fashion ! Such style ! 

O. Rap^ Aye, and such a quantity of liveries, and — oh 
dear me ! [/f7M great defection 

Y. Rap. What's the matter ? 

O. Rap. [SighifigJ] I forgot I had left off business. 

Y. Rap. Business ! Confound it ! Now, pray keep the 
tailor under, will you ? I'll — send an express to London. ' 

[Rum to the table* 

O.'Rap. An express ? for what? 

Y. Rap. I don't know. 

Enter Waiter, r. 

ff^ai. The bill of fare, gentlemen. 

Y. Rap. Bring it here. [Reads.^ " T\trbotS'^Salmort^» 
* * Sole^^Haddock—Beef^Mutton— Veal^Lamlk^Pork — 
" Chickefu—Dttck8-'Tttrkies^PudditigS'^Piee"'^Dres& it 
all — that's the short way. 

fTai. All ! 

Y. Rap. Every bit 

O. Rap. No, no, nonsense.^The short way indeed I 
Come here, sir. — Let me see. [Reads."] ** l/m — Urn — Ribs- 
*' o/iBfff/."— Tliat's a good thing ;— I'll have that. 
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Y. Rap. What ? 

ff^ai. Ribs of beef, sir. 

Y. Bap, Are they the short ribs ? 

fFai. Yes, sir. 

y. A9>. That's righU 

fFau What liquor would your honour like ? 

Y. Rap: {Jumping up,] Spruce beer. 

fFai^ Very well, sir. 

y. Rap, I must have some clothes. 

O. Rap, Vm sure that's a very good coat. 

Y, Rap, Waiter !— I must have a dashing coat for the 
Nabob, is there a rascally tailor any where near you ? 

pyai. Yes, sir ; — there are two close by. 

[Father and ton look at each other. 

Y. Anp. Umph I then tell one of them to send me some 
clothes. 

IVai, Sir, he must talte your measure. 

O. Rap. To be sure he must 

y. Rap, Oh true ! I remember the fellowB do meamire 
you somehow with long bits of— Well— send for the 
wonndrel. [Bant fTaiter, r. 

O, Rap. Oh, for shame of yourself; I've no patience. 

y< Rap* Like you the better.— Hate patience as much as 
you do, ha, ha I Must swagger a little. 

O. Rap, Ah I I aip too fond of you, I am, Ned. T&ke 
my fortune ; but only remember this — By the faith of a 
inan I came by it honestly,— and all I ask is, that it may 
go as it came. 

y. Rap» Certainly, fiut we must keep moving, you 
know. 

O. Rap, Well, well, I don't care if I do take a bit of a 
walk with you. 

y. Rap, Bit of a walk ! Dam'me, we'll have a gallop to- 
gether. Come along, dad— Push on, dad. [Ejfeunt, r. 

SCENE II.— -4 Room in Mr. Vortex's House, with two 
Doors ifi Flat. Two Chairs, 

Enter Mr. Vortex, Ellen, and Miss Vortex. 

Ell, Married to Charles Stanley ! You, madam ? 
Miss Vor, Yes, I. 
Ett. I'll not believe it. 

Miss Vor, Well, I vow that's 'uncommon comic. And 
why not, my forsakei] cousin ? 
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EUs First, madam, I know Clmrles Stanley would only 
form so sacred an alliance where his affections pointed out 
the object. Secondly, I feel those affections to be mine. 

f^or. lliirdly, an inconstant swain was a thing never 
heard of ; and to conclude, pray peruse that letter — 

£11. [Reads.] ** Sir Hubert Stanley in/armt Mr, f^ortejp, 
** that hUson etnbraeei, with eager Joy, the proposals for fas 
** marriage with Mr, Vortex's daughter" [Drops the 
letter J\ Then every thing is possible. Oh love ! 

Vor^ Nay, don't you abuse poor Cupid — his conduct has 
been perfectly parliamentary. Self-interest has made the 
little geptleman move over to the other side, tliat's all. 

[Knocking at the door, r. 

Ell. Heavens I should this be — 

Enter John, r. 

iS^^. Young Mr. Stanley, sir. [EaHI John, r. 

£11^ My soul sinks within me. 

Miss yor. [fVith affected tenderness. "] Upon my honour, 
my dear, you had better retire. Your agitatioa . . 

EU^ I thank you, madam — [Going.'] Hold— 'No; with 
your permission, I'll remain. [Returns, 

Miss f^or. Just as you please. What a triumph ; oh, 
how uncommon delicious ! 

Ell. Now, heart, be firm ! [Retires tip the stage. 

Enter Charles Stanley, r. with eagerness crosses c. — 

starts. 

Miss yor, (l.) How he's struck ! 

For. (r.) Exceedingly. 

Cha. (l.) What can this mean ? [Aside."] Ma— dam- 
madam— the confusion diat — ^that-^tbat— 

Miss Vor. I must cheer him with a smile^ 

[During this, Ellen advances to the ftmit of the stage ^ 
L. so as to leave Miss Vortex between her and 
Stanley. 

Cha, [Seeing Ellen."] Ah ! what heaven of brightness 
breaks in upon me ! Lovely Miss Vortex, can I believe my 
happiness ! Will those arms receive me ? [Miss Vortex, 
thinking this addressed to her, opens her arms; Stanley 
rushes past her to Ellen.] My Ellen ! 

ElU (l.) Oh, Charles, the suffering my heart under- 
went this moment, and tlie joy it now feels, is such, I can- 
not speak. [They retire. 

Miss Vor. (r. c.) Nabob ! Nabob ! _ 



SCENE II.] A CURE FOR THE HEARTACIifi. 33 

Vor. (e.) What's the matter ? 

itfiw For. The mutter ! won't you resent this ? 

Vor. Oh dear ! not I. 

Mia Vor^ Will you bear an insnlt ? 

f^or. My physicians order me not to mind being insulted 
at all ; nothing i? to provolce me. 

Miss f^or. Provol^e you 1= — If I were a man, I would — 
oh! 

f^or. I don't lilse his looks, — he seems a desperate— 

Miss f^or* What do you meal^to do ? 

f^or. Why, as this is a very extraordinary case — . 

Miss Vor. Certainly. , 

f^or, I thinlc it best to — adjourn. 

[Goes up the stage wit/i Miss f^artex^ and off^ l. 8« e. 
Stanley and EJUen come forward* 

Cha* (r.) J perceive the mistalce ; but my heart con^ 
fess'd but one Miss Vortex. — I thought the name, lilte the 
superior virtues you adorn it with, attached alone to Ellen* 
The embari'assments of my paternal estate demanded a 
marriage with a woman of fortune — 

EIL What do 1 hear ? 
• Cha, Why this alarm ? . . 

EIL Alarm ! Must not those words terrify which sepa- 
rate me from you for ever ? 

Cha. What means my Ellen ? 

EU, Oh, Stanley, hear me. On my return to England, 
Mr. Vortex, to whom the care of my property was entrust- 
ed, was ever pressing on my mind t^e difficulty oi recover- 
ing my father's India possessions. Each messenger that 
arrived from you, confirmed the melancholy* tale, that my 
Stanley was sinking into an early grave. Oh ! what then 
was fortune or the world to me ? I sought out solitude, 
and willingly assigned to Mr. Vortex what he called my ex- 
pectations, for five thousand pounds. 

Cha. Yet you shall be mine. 

Ett. No, Charles, I will not bring you poverty. I'll re- 
turn to solitude, and endeavour to teach this lesson to my 
heart, <' That it will be joy enough to know that Stanley is 
** well and happy." iGaing* 

Cha. Stay, Ellen — ^think deeply before you consign the 
man that loves you to certain misery. 

EU. True—in a few hours, let me see you again. The 
opposing agitations my mind, has suffered, unfit me for fur- 
ther conversation. 

Cha. In a few hours, then, you'll allow me to see you ? 
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EU. Allow you to see me !~.0h ! Stao^y^ Jewell ! 

[^Ejrit L. 

Re-enter Mr. and Miss Vortex. Hiey come/orward, r. 

Mi/tt Vwr. ^ow speak. 

Vor. We had better pair off. 

Mm Vw, No*~sf>eak with spirit* 

Vor, I will. — Sir, I caonot help saying, that every man, 
that is, every man of honour— 

Mm Vor, That's right ! — say that again. 

Vor, That every man of honour 

\R€Ming hu voice. 

Cha, Well, sir. 

Vor, Is — is — the — the — ^best judge of his own actions. 

Cha, I perfectly agree with you— and wish you a good 
morning. [Crosses and eaeit, r. 

' Miss Vor, So then I'm to be insulted, despised, and 
laughed at, and no duel is to take place — ^nobody is to be 
killed — my tender heart is to feel no satisfdction. [Weeps. 

Vor, I fight !— do you consider the'preciousness of a le- 
gislator's life ? 

" A county suffers when a member bleeds." 

Enter Bronze, r. 

Bro, (r.) Oh, sir, such news ! 

Vor, What ! is parliament convened ? 

Bro, No, sir ; but I have found out that the baronet 
is 

Vor, What of him ? 

Bro. Ruined { 

Miss Vor, [Drying her eyes^ Well ! that's some satis* 
faction. 

Bro, T met at the inn the Mr. Rapids, merchants, I for- 
merly liv'd with, who have a large mortgage on his estate, 
and be wants to borrow more — So, sir, I told them I was 
sure my master would be proud to see them at Bangalore 
Hall, because I thought, sir — 

Vor, I know — I have it. I'll shew them every attenUon ; 
and if I can but get hold of thj& mortgage, I'll — 

Miss Vor, Oh! uucomnwdxharming! 
. Vor. [To Miss Vortea?.] Now. do you go, and write a 
note, and say we will wait on them. Ah ! use policy in- 
stead of pistols, and I would ffght any man — for, as I say 
in my speech, " Policy, Mr. Speaker, is — " 



SCENE II.] A CURE FOR THE HEARTACHE. 35. 

Mus F'or. Exactly, Naboli — ^but I must write the let- 
ter, you kuow. Is the youug merchant handsome ? 

Bro. Yes, madam. 

Mis8 Vor. So much the better. 

F'or* You siee. Bronze, the turn I give it is this—" Po- 
licy, Mr. Spealcer, says I — ** 

Bro, Very true, sir ; but 1 beliere my mistress calls — 1 
attend you, madam. \_EtvU l. 

For. Confound it! Will nobody- hear my speech ? then 
I'll speak it to myself.—" Policy, Mr. Speaker—" 

Enter Frank, r. 

Fra* How do you do, sur ? 

For. What! interrupted again !— Approach, don't be 
afraid. 

Fra. (r.) Lord, sur, I bean't afeard : why should I ? — 
( defies the devil and all his works. 

V&r, If this be what is called rough honesty, give me 
a little smooth-tongued roguery. I don't know you, 
ffellowl 

Fra. Ees, sur, you do— I he's Frank Oatland. 

f^or. Begone I I know nothing of you. 

Fra. Ees, sur, you do— I've a bit of a sister, called 
Jessy. 

F'or. Ehf ah! 

Fro. [Aside.'\ I>om un, he knaws me well enough now. 

F^or. Oh ! very true— Frank Oakland, aye ! Well, good 
Frank, how is Jessy? 

Fra. Charming, sur I charming ! 

Vor. Aye, that she is, lovely and charming, indeed ;• 
[Aside.'] And how are you, Frank ? 

Fra. I he's chsffming too, sur. 

For. But why don't Jessy visit my people here ? I 
should be always happy to see her. , 

Fra», Should you, sur ? Why, if I may be so bold as to 
ax whv sur ? 

For, Because — ^because — she is— a — farmer Oatland's 

child. ' . 

Fra, So be 1, sur. How comes it, then, that you never, 
axes I to your balls wid ostentations? I can dance twice 
as long as sister can. 

Vor. Cunning fellow this!— 1 must buy. him. Well, 
Frank, what are your commands ? 

Fra. Why, sur, feyther do command you to lend hmi 
three hundred pounds— no, sur, I mean he supplicates. 
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- yor. Tfaree hundred pounds ! 

Fra. ru tell you, sur, ah about it — You kuaw, sur, 
feyther have been knuckled out of a most cruel sight of 
money by you at weagering and cards. 

- Vor, By me, fellow I Do you think I associate with such 
reptiles ? 

Fra. Ecod, it was either you or t'other gentleman* 

For. Tother gentleman ! 
. Fra. I dan't knaw which be which, not L — There be 
two of you. 

yor. Two of us ! 

Fra. £es ; there be you— that be one ; and there be 
your gentleman — he do make the pair. 

f^or. The pair '.—And have I been buying a hundred 
thousand pounds worth of respect for this ? Have I become 
a member, to pair off with my valet ?^ 

Fra. Ecod, and a comical pair you be!— T'other g^tle- 
mau be*s a tightLsh, conceited sort of a chap enough ; but 
you be a little — he ! he ! [Smqiherifig a laugh.. 

yor. Upon my soul, this is very pleasant— You are quite 
free and ea$y. 

Fra, Quitey sur ; quite. Feyther do tell I it be all the 
feshion. 

Vor. He does I— Then you may tell feyther, that if he 
has lost his money at play, the winners won't give him 
sixpence to save him from starving, and that be all the 
&8hion.~rBy their distress, the pretty Jessy will be more iu 
my power, and then I can reinstate them in a farm upon, 
terms. [AHde.^ Go, fellow ! I shall not send your father 
auipence. 

Fra. '^riie words I told um— the very words I told um— 
Says I — " Feyther, he bean't the man wtli gi' thee a brass 
farthing. . Dong it, be hasn't it here, says I." 

[Laying his hand upon hia heart* 

j^or. You said so, did you ? ^ 

Fra. Ees — so you se^, sur, what a desperate cute lad I 

Vor. {/isUle.} I'll set a trap for you, you dog — I'll have 
you in my power, however ; I'll drop my purse— he'll 
take it— and then -^[Z>ro/7« his puree."] A pair of ua ! 1*11 
lay you by the heels, desperate cute as you are. 

[JSxit at door in flat. 

Fra. Poor feyther, poor sister, and poor I ! Feyther will 
go broken-hearted for sartin ; and then, sister Jessy'a 
coming to labour. I can't bear the thought on't. Od dom 
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thee ! if I could bat get hold of some of thy mooey» Td 
teak care thee should not get it again. Eh ! ISeet thepurte, 
walki round U.] Well, now, I declare that do look for all 
Uie world like a purse. How happy it would make poor 
feyther and sititer ! I conceatd there would be no harm just 
to touch it ; {Taket it up with caution.^ it ^e cruel tempt- 
ing. Nobody do see I. 1 wonder how it would feel in 
my pocket. [Puts it with fear into hispocktt.} Wouns ! Imw 
hot I be ! Cruel warm to be sure. Who's that ? Nobody. 
Oh! 1>-1— 1-u-d, lud! and I ha' gotten such a desperate 
ague all of a sudden,^and my heart do keep j'—jump— 
jumping. I believe I be going to die. IFalU into a chair.} 
Eh ! Eh ! Mayhap it be this terrible purse. Dom thee, 
come out [Throwi it down. After' a pawe*} Ees, now 
I is better. Dear me, quite an alteration. My bead doan't 
spin about soa, and my heart do feel as light, and do so 
keep tipputing, lipputing^ I can't help crying. 

Reenter Vortex, door in/tat, 

F'or. Now I have him. [Seei the pur8e>1 What \ he lias 
not stole it, though his own father's in want 1 Here's a 
precious rascsd for you ! 

Fra, Mr. Nabob, you have left your purse behiud you. 
[Scbbinti^ And you ought to t)e asheamed of yourself, so 
you ought, to leave a purse in a poor lad's way, who has » 
feyther and a sister coming to starving. 

'yor. My purse! true ; reach it me. 

Fra. Noa, thank you for nothing. I've had it in my 
band once. Ecod, if having other people's money do 
make a man so hot, how desperate warm some folks muu 
Jve. 

f^or. Warm— foolish fellow ! [Wiping his forehead, tmd 
fannmg himself with /us hat."] Fugh ! quite a Bengal' day, I 
declare. 

Fra. Od dang^it! how their wicked heads mun spih 
round. 

f^or. Spin round! I never lieard such a simpleton. 
Spin, indeed \ ha ! ha ! God bless my soul^ I'm quite giddy ! 
Oh Lord ! Oh dear me ! Help ! help ! « 

[Throws himself into a chair. 

Enter Bronze, l. 

Bro, What's the matter, sir ? 

F'or. Only a little tonch of my old complaint. Send 
fellow away. [Bronze goei up to Frank. 
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Fra. Oil, this be t'other gentlemaD. Surj^ ha' gotten 
twenty- six pound that feyther lost to you at gamestering. 

Bro. Where is it? 

Fra. In my pocket. 

Bro, That's lucliy! give it me. 

Fra. Gi' it thee ! Ees, dom thee, come out, and I'll gi' 
it thee, [Clenching hisfitt, 

Vor. Begone! 

Fra, Gentlemen y I wish you botli a good morning. 

\ExH^ R. 
- Vor, [Getting tg»*} What a dunderhead that is I to sup- 
pose that a little tenderness of conscience would make a 
man's head turn round.— Pugh ! tis impossible. Or how the 
devil would the lawyers find their way from Westminster- 
hall ? Giddy^ indeed ! Ha ! ha !— Bronze, take care I don't 
fall. [Ejfit, leaning an Bronze ^ l. 



END OF ACT 11. 



ACT III. 

SCENE L—A Room in an Inn. Table, wiih green cloth 
over it, two Chairs, a Stool, and large Arm Chair, 

Enter r. Old Rapid, with a Letter, andj ohh following* 

0* Bap. What ! a real letter from the real Nabob ! — dear 
me, where is Neddy ?— Ma^p my humble duty to your mas- 
ter ; proud to serve him — lUO — very prqud to see lum ;-* 
grateful for the honour of his custom — no — no — ^^for his 
company— [•/oAn crosses, l.] — I wish you a pleasant walk 
home, sir. The Nabob coming here directly ! Oh, dear 
me i whereas Neddy ?— Waiter !— lEjtU John, l. 

Enter Waiter, l. 

00 you know where my boy is ? 

f^ai' Not a minute ago, I saw him. fighting in a field be- 
hind the house. 

Enter Young Rapid— ^ coat torn, l. 

O. Rap, Fighting !— Oh, deai- ! where islie ? 

Y, Bap. Here am I, dad — 

O. Bap» What has been the matter.^ 
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K Rap. •#iily a small rumpus ; went to peep a( the castle, 
•—poshing nome> — ^the road had a bit of a circumbendibus $ 
— hate corners, — so I jumped the hedge,— cut right across, 
you know my way, — ^kept moving, — up came a farmer,—- 
wanted to tarn me back, — would not do, — tussled a bit, — 
carried my point,— came straight as an arrow. 

O. Rt^,' Fie, fie !— but read that letter. 

K. Rap, What I the Nabob coming here directly, and 1 in. 
this pickle.-^Waiter, are my clothes come home? 

fFai, No, sir. 

y. Rap. Why, the fellow gave his word — 

fVau Yes, sir ; — but what can you expect from a tailor ? 

Y, Rap. That's very true. 

O* Rap. Impudent rascal! 

y. Rap. What the devil shall I do ?— The most important 
moment of my life. 

O. Rap. * Tis unlucky. 

y. Rap. Unlucky! — 'tis perdition— 4innihilatioa— a mis- 
fortune, that — 

O. Rap. I can inend. 

Y.Rap. How? 

O. Rap. By mending the coat 

y. Rap. An excellent thought Come, help me off, — 
quick, — quick ! 

Ot Rap. I always have a needle in my pocket. 

y. Rap. [Rubbing his back.] I know you have. 

O. Rap. Now give it me. 

y. Rap. What ! suffer my father to mend my coat ? — No, 
no; -not so bad as that neither. — ^As the coat must be 
mended,— damn it, I'll mend it 

O. Rap. Will you though ?— Ecod, I should like to see 
you ; — here's a needle ready threaded — ^and a thimble ; — 
yon can't think how I shall like to see you ; — now don't 
hurry, thaf s a dear boy. [ Young Rapid iiis doum^ gathers 
Ms legs under him — Old Rapid puts his spectacles en, and sits 
close to him, looking on.] 

Y. Rap. Now mind, dad, when--damn the needle! 

[H^ounds his fingers. 

O. Rap. That's because you are in such a hurry. 

y. Rap. When the Nabob comes, sink the tailor. 

O. Rap, I will ; — ^hut that's a long 9titch. 

y. Rap. Be sure you sink the tailor ; — a great deal de- 
pends on the first imprei^sion ; — ^you shall be rea^nga grave 
book, with a melancholy air. 

D 2 
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0. Rap. Then 1 wish I had brought down ^y booli of 
had debtt —that would have made me melancholy enough. 

Snifir Mr. and Miss Vortex, l. u.b. who advance ilowly^ 
the Nabob to the side where Young Rapid w. Miss Vortex 
to $Jke other side. 

Y. Rap, I, — ^ha! ha! I say, dad, if the Nabob was to see 
us now, — ^ha! hal 

O. Rap. Ha ! ha! true ;-^but mind what you are about 

Y. Rap, rU be discovered in a situation that will surprise 
— a striking situation, -and in some damned elegant attitude. 

[Looks up arid sees the Nabob. 

O, Rap. Why don't you finish the job ;— why dou*t you ? 

[Sees the Nabob. — Thep look round the other wap, and 

see Miss Vortex ; they both appear ashamed and rf<f- 

jectedi Young Rapid draws his legs from under hinu] 

Vor. Gentlemen, I aud my daughter, Miss Vortex, have- 
done ourselves the honour of waiting upon you, to— 

Miss Vor. But I beg we may not interrupt your amuse- 
ment! 'tis uncommon whimsical. 

Y. Rap. [Recovering himself. \ Yes, ma'am, very whim- 
sical. — T must keep moving. XLanghs.] Ha! ha! You 
see, dad, I've won— rPve won — ^lia! ha ! 

Miss Vor. He says he has won. — 

O. Rap. \JVith amazement. '\ Oh ! he has won, has he ? 

Y. Rap. Yes, you know, 1 have won ; he ! he ! why 
don't you laugh ? [Asitle to Old Rapid. 

O.Rap. [fnthdWlcu/ty.] Ha! he! 

Y. Rap. You see, ma'am, the fact is, — I bad torn my coat, 
so says I to my father, I'll bet my bays against your opera- 
box that I mend it: and so— ha! ha! [To Old Rapid.'} 
Laugh again. 

O. Rap. I can't. — Indeed I can't 

Y. Rap. And so I— I won— upon my soul I was doing it 
very well. 

O. Rap. No, you were not,^you were doing it a shame 
to be seen. 

Y. Rap. [Apart.] Hush !— Ah, father, you don't like to 
lose. 

Vor. Well, gentlemen, now this very extraordinary frolic 
is over-= — 

Y. Rap. Yes, sir, it is quite over, [Aside.] thank heaven* 

Vor. Suppose we adjourn to Bangalore Halt 

Y. Rap. Sir, I'll go with you directly with all the pleasure 
in life. . [Runmng. 
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Mi98 yifif, I believe my curricle is the funX carriage. 

O. Rap* Bear nie I [fjoofnng at Mitt yortem* 

Vor. My daughter seems to please you, sir. 

O. Rap» What a shape ! 

Miss Vor, Oh, sir, ^ouVq uncommon polite ! 

Y. Rap* He's remarlcably gallant, ma'am. 

O.Rap. What elegance ! — what fashion J upon the whole, 
its the best-made little spencer I're seen for some time. 

[Vortex and daughter in amazement, 

V. Rap. Oh, the devil !--*The fact is, ma'am, my fatlier 
is the most particular man on earth about dress — ^the beau 
of his time — Beau Rapid.— You know, father, they always 
called you Beau Rapid. 1 dare say he's had more suits of 
clothes in his house than any man in England. 

Miss Vor. An uncommon expensive whim ! 

Y. Rap. I don't think his fortune has suffered by it 

Mist Vor. [To Old Rapid.] Shall I have the honour of 
driving you ? ' 

O. Rap. Oh, madam, I can't think of giving you so much 
trouble as to drive me. 

Miss Vor. My dear sir, I shall be uncommon happy ! 

O.Rap. Oh, madam! [Simpers and titters to kit ton, then 
tafcet Miss Vortea^t hand, and trots ^] 

Vor. We'll follow. 

y. Rap. If you please ;-*-not that I particularly like to 
follow. 

Vor, I soppose, sir, now summer approaches^ London 
begins to fill for the winter. , 

Y.Rap, YeSySir, 

Vor, Any thipg new in high lifi^ P-^what is the present 
rage with ladies of fashion ? 

Y.Rap. Why, sir, as to the ladies;— (>4«V/tf.]— What 
shall I say ? — Oh I the ladies, sir,— why, heaven bless them, 
sir! they — they keep moving ! — but, to confess the truth, 
«ir, — my fashionable education has been very much neg- 
lected. 

Vor. That's a pity. 

Y. Rap. Very great pity, sir. 

Vor. Suppose I become your preceptor. 

Y. Rap. If yon would be so kind — I would treasure any 
little short rule. 

Vor. Why there is a short rule necessary for every man 
of fashion to attend to. 

Y.Rap. What is it .> 

Vor* Never to reflect. 

D 3 
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y.Rap. Never reflect!— what, push on— 4eep nu^ving? 
.my dear sir— that* s my way — suits me exactly. 

Vor» Then yoa must be known. 

y. Rap* To be sure ;— I'll give away thousands in chari^ 
ties. 

Vor. Charities ! You would be forgot in a week— To be 
known, you must be mischievous ; — majice has a much fet- 
ter memory than gratitude ; — and then you must be gallant 
Are there no pretty gir^s you should like to be well with, eh ? 

F. Rap* A very extensive assortment, sir. 

yor. And perhaps* there may be a married woman yon 
would like to intrif^ue with. 

Y. Rap. A very large quantity. — Oh 1 how I long to begin 1 
»— Are you married, sir ? 

Vor. Why, no ! 

Enter John, l. 

John, The carriage is ready. 
F. Rap. So am I ; come, sir, — four horses, I hope. 
f^or. No, sir. 

V. Rap. ITiaf s a great pity. Pray, sir, will you have the 
goodness to tell your coachman to drive like the devil ? 
F'or. Sir, to oblige you., 
F. Rap. Sir, Til be very much obliged to you. 

Enter Waitbe, l. 

ff^au Vour clothes are come, sir. 

F. Rap. That's lucky. 

P^r. Then I'll wait for you. 

Y.Rap. Wait for me!— nobody need wait for me — I'll 
be with you iu a crack— Do you push on — Vi\ keep moving 
— I'll take care nobody waits for me. [Exeunt ^ l. 

SCENE W^—A Room in the Nabob's Houte. Three Chaire. 
Enter Oatxjind, dejected: Frank afu/ Jessy leading Mm, r.^ 

Jes. (r.) Be comforted, father. 

Oat. (c.) To see thee brought to service! [Stgh».'\ — I've 
do>ne this : — I that have 

Fra. (l.) Never mind — we be young and healthy, and 
don't heed it— do us, Jessy? 

Oat. To be ashamed to look my own children in the face ! 
f, who ought to have been the fore- horse of the team, to be 
pulled along through life by this young tender thing \ 

Jee. Don't despond, father — Sir Hubert will see your 
contrition, and restore you to his favour. 
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Oai* When the hen s^es the hawk ready to pounce, she 
gathers her young ones under her wiug — when misfortune 
hovers over my sweet chicken here,'! leave her to shift for 
herielf t 

Jef, Come, no more of this. 

Oat. Eveu the saVage hawk takes care of its nestlings — « 
what then am I ? — Children, do you hate me ? 

Fra, Hate thee ! pugh, feyther^ dan't thee talk so — good 
bjre to thee— cheer up — thee has long been a feyther to me, 
DOW it is my turn, and Til be a -feyther to thee. 

Oat» I can not speak— [ Crosses , a ] — take care of my girl , 
Frank. [Eant^v., 

Fra* Care of her ? — ^though she be a sarvant, let me catch 
any body striking her, that's all.— Well, Jessy, we mun not 
be sheamed — I know poverty be no sin, because parson said 
so last Sunday — ^Talk of that, I ^o hear that your sweet- 
heart, Mr. Rapid, be worth such a desperate sight of money 
as never was ! 

Jes* \_^ghs^ If his fortunes are so prosperous, brother, 
be is exalted above my hopes, — ^if his heart be mercenary, 
he is sunk below my wishes. — Heigho ! yet he might have 
sent to know if I were well, he might — no matter I 

Fra* He be coming to Neabob's here, on a visitation. 

Jes, Ha! coming here I 

Fro. £es— and Mr. firouze do say while he be here I am 
to be his sarviog-nian. 

Jes, You Aif servant ! \JVeeps, 

Fro. Pon't thee cry, Jessy ! 

Jes, {^Recovering hersd/J] I won't ; it was weak, it was 
wrong* — Frank, be sure you conceal from Mr. Rapid who 
you are — ! have reasons for it — Edwai'd here I— when we 
meet, it will be a hard trial. Yet why should I dread it ? — 
let perfidy and pride shrink abashed, virtuous integrity will 
support nie. 

Fra Thaf s right, Jessy, shew a proper spirit. — Ecod,' if 
he were to pull out his purse and to offer to make thee a 
present of five guineas, dan't thee take it — [Jessy smiles 
d^ecffdly] — Here be thy new mistress. 

Jes* Leave me. 

Fra, Do'st thou hear ? Dom it, dan't thee take it 

[E^vit^ L. 

Enter Miss Vortex, r. 

MUt Fbr, (r.) Oh ! my new attendant, I suppose ! — 
What* 8 your name, child ^ 
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•/ip«. (l.) Jessy Oatland, madana. 

MissVor, Well, Oatland, {Tahing out her glas9*'\ look at 
me.— Umph-rnot at all contemptible — that's a charming 
nosegay — \Jessy presents i/.] —all exotics, I declare. 

Jes* No, madam, neglected wild flowers; I took them 
•from their bed of weeds, bestowed care on their culture, 
and by transplanting them to a more genial soil, they have 
flourished with luxuriant strength and beauty. 

Mm Vor, A pretty amusement. 

Jes. And it seemed, madant, to convey this lesson-^Not 
to despise the lowly mind, but rather, with fostering hand, 
to draw.it from its chill obscurity, that, like these humble 
flo\vers, it might grow rich in worth and native energy. 

MmVor, Oh! \AsUie'\ — mind— energy! — What^s the 
matter with the poor girl, T wonder ! uncommon odd !— 
I hear, Oatland, you are reduced in your circumstances. 

•/><. V^es, madam. 

Miss Vor, That's very lucky, because it will make you 
humble, child,!— -Well, what are your qualifications ? 

dee. Cheerful industry, madam. I can read to you, write 
for you, or converse 

Miss Vor. Converse with me ! I dare say you can. — No 
thank yon, child-^instead of my listening to your voice, you 
will be polite enough to be as silent as convenient, and do 
me the honour of listening to jnlne.— Oh ! here comes Mr. 
Rapid. 

Jes, Ah ! \ln great agitatton-l May I re^e, madam ? 

Miss Vor. Yes ; I shall foUOw to dress*— No, stay..— Yes^ 
you may go. 

Jes. Oh, thank you ! thank you, dear madam t 

[ E^t with rapidity f l. 

3fiss Vor. That poor girl appears to me ratlier crazy. 

Enter Old and Young Rapid, and Vortex, r. 

Miss Vor. Welcome to Bangalore Hall, gentlemen. 

Y. Rap. Charmuig house ! plenty of room. 

[Buns about and looks at everjf thing, 

0. Rap. A very si)acious apartment, indeed. 

For. Yes, sir ; but I declare I forget the dimensions of 
this room. 

. 0' Rap, Sir, if you please, 1*11 measure it— my cane is 
exactly a yard, good honest measure— and that mark is the 
half-yard, and — 

V. Rap. {Overhears, . and snatches the cam from /Mm.l 
Confound it! — ^I'he pictures, fatlxer-rlook at the pictures; 
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• 

[PamHng wUh the com.] did you ever see such charming — 

Mi»$ Vor. Do you lilie pictures ? 

Y, Rap, Exceedingly, ma'am ; but I should like them a 
great deal better if they just moved a little. 

Mist Vor. Ha ! ha ! I must retire to dress — till dinner, 
gentlemen, adieu. [Exity r. 

F. Rap. [ To his father. 1 Zounds ! you'll ruiu every 
thing ! can't you Iceep the tailor under. 

Vor, Your sou seems rather impatient. 

O. Rap. Very, sir ; always was. I remember a certain 
duke — 

Y, Rap. That's right, lay the scene high — push the duke 
•r-push him as far as he'll go. 

O. Rap 1 will, will. I remember^a certain duke used to 
say^ Mr. Rapid, your son is as sharp as a needle. 

F. Rc^ At it again 1 

O. Rap. As a needle — 

F. Rap. [Interrupting him.'] Is true to the pole. As a 
needle is true to the pule, says the duke ; so will your son, 
says the duke, be to every thing spirited and fashionable, 
says the duke. Am* 1 always to be tortured with your iii- 
ferual needles ? [Aside to Old Rapid. 

Vor. Now to sound them. I hear, gentlemen, your bUt 
siness in this part of the country is with Sir Hubert Stau- 
ley, respecting some money transactions. 

O. Rap. 'Tis a secret. 

Vor, Oh I no— the baronet avows his wish to sell his 
estate. 

O. Rap. Oh ! that alters the case. « 

Vor. I think it would be a desirable purchase for you — 
I should be happy in such a neighbour— and if you should 
want forty or fifty thousand, ready money, I'll supply it 
with pleasure. 

O. Rap. Oh, sir, how kind I If my son wishes to pur- 
chase, I would rather leave it entirely to him. 

F. R(^, And I would rather leave it entirely to you- 

Vor, Very well, I'll propose for it. [Aside.] This will 
cut Sir Hubert to the soul. 'J'here is a very desirable bo- 
rough interest— then you could sit in parliament. 

F. R(qi>. I in parliament ? ha ! ha ! 

O. Rap. No ; that would be a botch. 

F. Rap. No, no ; I was once in the gallery — crammed in 
—no moving — expected to hear the great guns— got up a 
little fellow, nobody knew who, gave us a three hours' 
speech— J go( dev'lish fidgetty— the house called tor the 
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queBtion, I j<nned Ibe cry—*' The question, the question/^ 
says I. A member spied me ; cleared the gallery ; got 
hustled by my brother spectators— K)bliged to scud. oSi ! 
it would never do for m«. 

For. But you must learn patience. 

Y, Bap. Then make me Speaker ; if that wouldn't 
teach me patience, nothing would. 

F'or. Do you dislike, sir, parliamentary eloquence ? 

O. Rap. Sir, I never heard one of your real downright 
parliamentary speeches in my life, never. [^JTawns. 

y. Rap. By your yawning, I should think you had heard 
a great many. 

Vor Oh, how lucky ! At last, I shall get my dear speech 
spoken. Sir, I atn a member, and I mean to — 

V. Rap, Keep moving. 

Vor. Why, I mean to speak, I assure you ; and-^ 

v. Rap. Push on, then. 

Vor. What, speak my speech ? That I will ; I'll speak 
it. 

F. Rap. Oh, the devil ! Don't yawn so. iTo Old Rapid 

O. Rap. I never get a comfortable nap, never ! 

V. Rap. You have a dev'lish good chance now. Cou** 
found all speeches. Oh I 

For. Pray be seated. [Theff sit on each side Vwrttx. 
Now, we'll suppose thRt the chair — \Pwn^ng to a chair, 

O. Rap. Suppose it the chair ! why it is a chair, an't it ? 

Vor. Pshaw ! I mean— 

V. Rap. He knows what you mean — 'tis his humour. 

Vor. Oh, he's witty I 

V. Rap. Oh, remarkably brilliant, indeed ! 

[Signtficantlg to his father. 

Vor. What, you are a wit, sir I 

O. Rap. A what ? Yes I am ; [ am a wit 

Vor. Well, now I'll begin. Oh, what a delicious mo- 
ment ! 'Vhe house when they approve cry, *' Hear him, 
hear him !" I only give you a hint, in case any thing 
should strike. 

V. Rap. Push on. I can never stand it. [Aside. 

Vor. Now I shall charm them. [Addresses the chair.] 
" Sir, had I met your eye at an earlier hour, I should Dot 
have blink'd the present question ; but having caught what 
has fallen from the other side, I shall scout the idea of 
going over the usual ground." What, no applause yet .' 
[Aside During this. Old Rapid has faUen asieep, tsnd 
Young Rapid f titter shetcing great fret/Ulness and in^tiencf. 
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runt to the back scene, throws up the window, .and looks ottt ] 
'* fiat I shall proceed, and. 1 trust, without interruption." 
[Turns round, and sees Old Rapid asleep^] Upon my soul, 
this is— What do you mean, sir ? [Old Rapid awakes, 

O. Rap. What's the matter ? Hear him ! hear him ! 

Vor, Pray, sir, don't you blush ? [Sees Young Rapid at 
ike window!] What the devil 1 

F. Rap* [Looking round] Hear him ! hear him ! 

Vor, By the soul of Cicero, 'tis too much. 

O. Rap. Oh, Neddy, for shame of yourself to fall asleep ! 
I mean, to look out of the window I am very sorry, sir, 
anything should go across the grain. I say, Ned, smooth 
him down ! 

F. Rap. I wilL What the devil shall I say. The fact 
is, sir, I heard the cry of fire — upon— the — the— the water; 
and — 

Vor, Well, well. But do you wish to hear the end of 
my speech?. 

F. Rap. Upon my honour, I do. . 

yor. Then we'll only suppose this little interruption* a 
message from the lords, or something of that sort. 

[They sit^ Young Rapid fretful. 

Vor. Where did I leave off ? 

F. Rap. Oh ! I recollect ; at—'* I therefore bnefly con- 
clude with moving — an adjournment" [Rising. 

Vor. Nonsense! no such thing. [Putting kirn down^in 
a chair.'] Oh! I remember! ** I shall therefore proceed; 
and, I trust. Without interruption." — ^ 

^nter Jo^n, r. 

Jokn, Dinner's on the table, sir. 

Vor. Get out of the room, you vill^n I — " Without 
interruption" — 

Jokn. I say, sir — 

F. Rap. Hear him ! hear him ! 

Jokn. Dinner is waiting. 

F. Rap. [Jumping up.] Dinner waiting ! Come along, sir. 

Vor. Never mind the dinner. 

F. /tap. But I like it smoking. 

O. Rap. So do I. Be it ever so little, let me have it hot. 

Vor. Won't you hear my speech ? 

F. Rap. To be sure we will — but now to dinner. Come» 
we'll move together. Capital speech! Push on, sir. 
Come along, dad. Push him on, dad. 

[EoFeunty forcing Vortex out, R. 
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SCENE UL^Ah mcieni Hail. 

Enter Sir Hubert, leaning on Charles Stanley, r. 

Cha. (l.) Take comfort, ain 

Sir Hub, (r.) Where shall I find it, boy ? To Uve on 
my estate, i» ruin ;. to part with it, death. My heart I3 
twined round it. I've 5een a patriarch of my tribe — ^the 
scourge of the aggressor — ^the protector of the iujur'd! — 
Can 1 for^o these dignities ? My old grey-headed ser> 
vauts, too, whose only remaining hope is to lay their bones 
near their lov'd master, how shall I part with them ? I 
prate, boy ; 'tis the privilege of these white hairs. 

Enter James, r. deB/vers a Letter to Sir Hubert^ who read* 
it with great agitation. Exit James R. 

Cha, Ah ! what is it shajces you, sir ? That letter !' 
Sir Hub* Nothing, my dear boy !— 'tis infirmity ! — I 
shall soon be better. 

. Cha. Excuse me, dear sir. [Takes the letter y and rratfv.] 
** Rlr. Vortex y at t/ie request of Mr. Rapid, m/orms Sir 
*^ Hubert Stanley it is inconvenient for him to advance more 
** money on mortgage. Mr. Vortex laments Sir Huberts 
** pecuniary embarrassments y* — damnation — ** to relieve 
**' which, he wUl purchase the castle and estate." Sooner 
shall its massy ruins crumble me to dust. Don't despond, 
TOf father ! bear up ! 

Enter Frank, running l. his face bloody. 

Fra. Oh, sur ! — at Nabob's table they 'vd been so abasing 
your father ! * 

Cha. Ah ! 

Fra. And I've been fighting-^ 

Cha. Hush! 

Sir Hub. What's his business ? 

Cha. Oh, sir ! {Concealing his agitation.] My friend 
Frank consults me on a love affair ; and 1 must not betray 
his confidence. In his hurry, he fell. Wasn't it so ? 

[Signijfcantty. 

Fra. fies, sur, ees. 

Sir Hub. You are not hurt, young man ? 

Fra. No, sir. — ^Xhank heaven ! my head he a pure hard 
one. 

Sir flub. My boy, don't stay from me long. {Ejfity r. 

Cha. Now, good Frank, ease my tortured mind. — Whast 
pf my father ? 
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Fra, Why, your honour, Mr. Bronze came laughing out 
of dining-room, and says, ** Oom'me, how the old baronet 
*' has been roasted !*' So, sur, I not knowing what they 
could mean by roasting a Christian, axed. "Why," says 
he, grinning, " they voted, that it was a pity the dignity of 
tiie bloody hand interfered, or the old beggar might" set 
op a shop." 

Cha, What \ 

Fra, The old beggar might set up a shop. 

Cha, Unmanner*d, cowardly babblers ! 

Fra* And that you, sur, would make a dapper 'prentice. 

Cha, I heed not that. But, when I forgive a father's 
wrongs — 

Fro, So, says I, Dom'me, if young 'squire had been 
among them, be would have knocked all their heads to-- 
gether. Now, wouldn't youj sur, have knocked their 
heads together? Then they all laughed at me; which 
somehow made all the blood in my body come into my 
knuckles. So says I, *' Mr. Bronze, suppose a case — sup- 
pose me young 'Squire Stanley ; now, say that again about 
his hononr'd father." So he did ; and I lent him such a 
drive o' the face ; and I was knocking all their heads to- 
gether pretty tightish, till the cook laid me flat wi'the 
poker: then they all fell upon me; and when I could 
fight no longer, I fell a-crying, and ran to tell your 
honour. 

Cha, Thanks, my affectionate ladt Heturn to the Na- 
bob's to-day. 
- Fra, I be sarteun, I shall never do any good there. 

Cha, To-morrow, you shall live with me. I shi^l dis* 
miss all my servants ; my circumstances require it 

Fira, What ! all but me ? What! I do all the work ?— 
Lord, lord, how glad I be, sur, you can't afford to keep 
any body but I. 

Cha, Good Frank, farewell!— Hold—here. 

[Preieniing a purse* 

Fra, [Re/iiiing,'] Nay, pray'ee, sur, dan't you beheave 
unkind to me. 1 be a poor lad, that do worship and 
love you ; not a spy for the lucre of gain. Pi ay m»e me 
kindly, and don't gi' me a farding. [Ejpeuni, r. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— ^n Apartment in Vortex's House* Table and 

Two Chairs, 

Enter Vortex, in great terror^ reading a Letter, l. 

Vor, Dear me! here's a terrible affair ! [Reads J] " Give 
" me up the author of the slander on my father " — that was 
myself ; I ncrer cau find in my heait to give myself up — 
** or personally answer the consequences^^^CHAHhES Stan- 
ley.*' Oh dear ! since I find my words are taken down, 
I mast be more parliamentary in, my language. What 
shall I do ? I can't fight ; my poor head won't bear it $ 
it might be the death of me. 

F. Rap. [fVithout, R.] Huzza, my fine fellows ! bravo! 

Vor. £h ! egad, a fine thought. Youug Rapid Is loaded 
muzzle high with champagne.. I'll tell him he. said the 
words, and make him own them. I've persuaded him into 
a mai ri{u;e with my daughter : after that, the devil's iu't if 
I can't ptn'suade him into a duel. 

Enter Young Rapid, tipsy , r. 

Y, Rap. (r.) Here I am, tip-top spirits— ilpe for any 
thing. 

Vor. (l.) How did you like my champaigne ? 

F. Rap. Oh ! it suits me exactly : a man is such a 
damn'd long while getting tipsy with other wine. Cham- 
paigne settles the business directly — it has made mc— 

Vor. Lively, I see. 

F. Ri^. Lively— it has made me like a sky-rocket. — 
Well, how did I behave ? Quite easy, was'n't I ? Push'd 
on — at every thing— barr'd prosing. Jolly dogs within — 
the fat parson's a fine fellow — ^kept the bottle moving — 
said a nice short grace. 

Vor. Well, and did yoa lose at play the five hundred 
pounds I lent you ? 

F. Rap. As ^asy as could be. 

VtMT. That was lucky. 

F. Rap. Very; particularly for those who won it. 

Vor. Well, now youUl do. 

F. Rap. Huzza ! I'm a finish'd man. 

[Staggering and strutting about 

Vor. You only 'want a quarrel to make you — 
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F. Rap* A what ? A quarrel. Dam'me, Pll settle that 

in two minutes. [Rtinning qf. 

Vor, Stop. You need not go out of the room for that. 

F. Hap, What ! will you quarrel with me ? eh ! — With 

all my heart. 

Vor. Me ! oh, no!— I say, I could get you such fame — 
y. Rap. How, jny dear fellow ? Dash on. 
Vor. Why, at dinner, you reflected on the Baronet. 
V, Rap. No, it was you. 
• Vor. No, not I. 

y. Rap. Yes, it was you. 
Vor. Well, it might he I ; hut I don't say it was. 
Y. Rap. I do — push on. 

Vor, Young Stanley has demanded the author. Now, 

if you were to own the words, how the newspapers 

^ould teem with, ** The elegant Sir Charles Stanley was 

called out by the dashing Young Rapid, about some trifle." 

F. i?flr;>.' Bravo! 

Vor. Any thing does for a duel now-a-days. 
F. Rap. Say no more ; 111 do it. By heavens, no man 
of fashion shall be more famous. rU go write to him 
directly. 

Voi'. First, take another bottle of champagne. You 
can't think what a free dashing style it will give you. 

F. Rap. I will. [Gowg — returti8,'\ No, 1 can't take up 
this quarrcL 

Vor. Oh dear ! Why not ? [Alarmed. 

F. Rap. Because I'm sure I'm depriving you of a plea* 
sure. 

Vor. Oh, don't mind me ! I give it you, to shew my re- 
gard for you. Indeed, I've had so much fighting in my 
time, that with me it really ceases to be a pleasure^-the 
sweetest things will cloy — so the quarrel's your's ; I wash 
my hands of it. 

F. Rap. You're a damn'd good-hearted, generous fellow ! 
Vor. Tlien you'll return ti'iumphant, and niarry my 
daughter. 

F. Rap. To be sure — ^keep moving. [Going.'\ I hope 
he'll fight directly. Like a sailor, I hate a calm, particu- 
larly when an enemy's in sight. Hold! what must we 
fight- with ^? I can fence. 

Vor. You have no objection to pistols and bullets ? 
F. Rap. I like bullets— they come so quick. But 1 
must push on ; the other bottle, and then — I'm a first- 
rate fellow. Champagne for ever ! [-E.ti7i a. 

e2 
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Vof. You shall have my pistols ; — they've never been 
used. 

£n4er Miss Vortex, l* 

Here's policy. ** Crown me, shadow me with laurels.** 
Oh, my dear, I've achieved two such difficult points ! 

Miss Vor, (l.) How, my dear Nabob ? 

Vor. (r.) In the first place, I've persuaded Young Rapid 
to marry you. 

MUs Vor, Was that so difficult ? , 

Vor. No, no, certainly. But the "next will delight you. 
Rapid is ^oiug to have an affair of honour witli Young 
Stanley. 

Miss Vor: A duel I and about me ? 

Vor. Yes. [Aside^l. I may as well tell her so. 

Miss Vor. Charming! 

Vor, Now, a'n't I a kind father, to set too young men 
fighting about you ? 

Miss Vor. Ah ! that is, indeed, acting lilce a parent \ 

Vor. Egad, I must look after Rapid, though. 

Miss Vor. But how did you manage it ? 

Vor. By policy, to be sure ; for as I observe in mv speech 
— " Policy is- " 

Miss Vor. And a very good observation it is. 

F'or. How do you know, till you hear it ?— -" Policy—" 

Miss P^or. But pray go to Mr. Rapid. 

rPfssMng him off, r. 

ror. " Policy—" 

Miss Vor. Nay, I must insist-.- [^.ftV f^ortex, r.] Oh, 
delightful !_Oatland ! 

Enter Jessy", l, 

I'm in such uncommon spirits, Oatland ! 

Jes. (l.) May I inquire the cause, madam ? 

Miss Vor. (r.) Certainly. A duel is going to be.fottght 
about me. 
. Jm. a duel ! — ^horrihle thought ! 

Miss Vor, Sensibility,, I vow ! — ^Too comic, a vast deal ! 
Ha ! ha ! Cottage pathos must proceed ifrom a source un« 
knowu to me, I'm sure ! 

Jes. It proceeds, madam, from the heart 

Mi»s Vor. Umph ! Let me have no more of it. 

Jes, I beg your pardon-*-! forgot the extent of a servanda 
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iuty* I forgot that servants haye no right to feel pleasure 
or pain, but as their ettiployers please ; and that suppress* 
ing the sensibilities of nature is considered in their wag^. 

\_Sareasticalfy. 

Miss For. No doubt of it That's so very sensibly ob- 
served, that I'll forgive you, Oatland* The pride of young 
Stanley will be so bumbled — 

Jet, Is the safety of that noble youth implicated ? 

Miss yor. What! a lover, I suppose — came to the farm, 
l*warrant — attended Miss Jessy in the diury — ruffled the 
ci'eam with his sighs — talked of Arcadia, and sipped but- 
termilk. Ha ! ha ! I should not wonder, after what I 
have seen of his taste. Yes, he is implicated — J dare say 
Mr. Rapid will {Going, 

Jes* Heavens ! Is Edward 

[Catching hold of a chair for support. 

Miss Vor. Edward ! m> 

Jes. I mean, madam, [TremhUng and curtseifingJ] is Mr. 
Rapid's life involved ? 

Miss f^or. Upon my honour, you seem to have an un- 
common sensibility for all mankind ! Do you mean to sit 
down in my presence ? [Eant Miss-VortM, r. 

Jes. No, niadara ! [Sitiks dwiminthe chairJ] Oh, Ed- 
ward I unkind as thou art, how gladly would I resign my 
life, to save thee 1 [Weeps. 

Enter.EhLEV^ L. 

JBiL (l.) In tears, Jessy ?--Sweet girl, tell me— — 

Jes. (R.) Oh, madam ! the most dreadful eveut is about 
to take place. Mr. Stanley is engaged in a duel with 

EU, Forbid it, heaven ! Let us fly to his father :— he 
may prevent it 

Jes. Alas, madam ! I fear he regards not his father's in- 
HHictious. 

Ell, Not regard his father I— Who, child ? 
' Jes. Mr. Rapid, madatn. 

Ell. Mr. Rapid ! 

Jes. Oh ! [Hiding her face. 

EU. Is it so, sweet Jessy ? But has he deserved thy 
love ? Is he n«t unkind ? 

Jss. Oh ! true, madam I—But is not his life in danger ? 

Ell. We will not lose a moment.— Let us seek Sir Hu- 
bert 
. Jes. I'm VC17 faint 

Ell, ril support thee. Come, rest on my arnu 

£ 3 
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«/i0». Oh, such kindiiess ! — I cannot speak — ^but indeed 
my heart feels it [Ejpeunt, Ellen iupporting Jessp, l* 

Enier Young Rapid, followed by Frank, who carries piS' 
tolsy a sword, and champagM, R. 

F. Rap* (l.) Got the pistols, eh ? 

Fro. (r.) Here they be. {Lays thetn down."] Your feyther 
were axing for you, sur. 

F. Rap, My father!— Should any thing happen — when 
I reflect — ^Reflect — Zounds, that won't do. Some chara« 
pagne I [Singing.'] 'Mf a man can die much bolder with 
brandy." — {^Drinks,] Til write to him, however; — a 
few words on a scrap of paper may cheer him. [Takes a 
teller eui of his pocket , and is about to tear a piece of it qfi] 
What! [Reads*] " Dear Edward, your faith/id Jessy Oat- 
land" [Strikes his head.] Jessy Oatlaud ! What a scoun- 
drel I am ! [IGsses the letter.] Oh, Jessy, what an infernal 
pain at my heart! — More champagne ! 

Enter iouTH^u 

John* (l.) a letter, sir, from young Mr. Stanley. 

F. Rap, (c.) Then the die is cast [Reads*] << You are 

a scoundrel — meet me immediately, or " Um, um, a 

short decisive letter enough. Damn this p<un. — Quick ! 
my pistols ! Take them to Stanley park : there wait for 
me. — Oh, Jessy I . 

Enter Old Rapid, at the back, l. u. b. 

Fra. E^od, he'll kill thee.— -I'll lay half-a-crowu 'Sqoire 
Stanley hits thee the first shot 

[Crosses, and exit Frank, with the pistols^ l. 

O* Rap. [Coming forward.] Pistols—kill— Stanley !-^ 
Ned, tell me 

F. Rap. [A$ide.] My father here. — Oh, sir, nothipg.««« 
Come, drink. 

O. Rap. Look at me.— Ah ! that agitation ! — ^Tell roe 
the cause I — A pak'ent commands you.— Your old doating 
father entreats it 

F. Rap. [Aside.] I must deceive him.— Sir, I've re- 
ceived an insult that no gentleman of fashion can submit to. 

O. Rap. Gentleman of fashjon ! Need a man reseut it ? 

F. Rap. Read that letter, and judge. 

O. Rap. Lack-a-day ! — consider, you're only a tailor's 
son. [Reads.] '* Yotire a «cotin</r«A".— That's a hard 
word— ^.1 
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F. Bap. Would yoa have me submit to be called scoun^ 
drel? 

O. Rap, No, I would'Dt. [ff^ith iean,] Yes, I would. 

y. Rap. Sir, you don't feel like a man. 

O. Rap. Vm Mure I feel like a father. 

K. Rap. Read' on, sir. 

O. Rap, [Reads.] ** And unless " [fFipes the tears away.] 
** wdes^* — I can't— 

F. Rap, [Takes the letter ^ and reads.] '^And unless gou 
** immediately give me the satisfaction of a gentleman^ er- 
pect the chastisement due to a coward" * 

O. Rap. Chastiftemeiit ! — Chastisement I-* Coward ! — 
[With irrtiatiott.] We are flesh and blood, Ned. 

K. Rap. Would you see me spurned ? 

O. R(Uf. [Emphatically J and running into his son's arms.! 
No! 
^ y. Rap, Pray leave me, sir. 

O.Rap. Where shall I go P— What shall I do?— What 
will become of me ? Oh, boy,, try to avoid it — Remem- 
.ber your old father — remember, his life hangs ou your's. 
But, Ned— don't forget you're a man ! 

K. Rap. Pray leave me, sir. 

O. Rap. I will. Farewell, my dear boy : 'twill break my 
old heart. But remember you're a man, Ned. [Mjpit, l. 

Y. Rap. [Alone.] So, I'm proceeding full tilt to mur- 
der ; have planted a dtigger in a kind father's heart. Oh, 
this infernal pain ! Could I with honour avoid ? — ^but — 
[Ijookmg at the letter.] — Chastisement ! Coward ! — Dam« 
nation f I must push on. Fool ! Dolt I Villain that I am ! 

[Esfii, L. 

SCENE 11.—^ retired place in Stanley Park,] 

Enter Sir Hubert Stanley, l. u. e. 

SSr Hub, Surely, through that laurel grove, I see two fe- 
male figures glide along ; my eyes are not of the best, 
and the sorrow I have felt for my dear boy has not strength- 
ened them — they approach — 

Enter Ellen and Jessy, l. 

EU, (c.) Pardon, Sir Hubert, this intrusion ! — My 
name, sir, is Ellen Vortex. 
. Sir HiA. (r.) Madam, I welcome you as my daughter. 

EU, Oh, sir! — the urgency of the moment will not 
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allow me to thauk such goodness as I ought ; — your son, 
sir 

Sir Hub, Ah ! what of him ? 

Eil, J saw him pass aloug, — he fled from my outstretch- 
ed arms, — ^lie was deaf to my crie» ; — e'en now he's en- 
gaged iu a duel. 

Sir Hub, Ha ! [DraU}$ his sword, and is running out. 
staggers, drops his sword. EUen and Jessy support Atm.j 
Who is the villain that has caused it ? 

Jes, Ah, my poor Edward I 

Sir Hub, Ob that I could rush before my child, and re* 
.ceive the fatal ball iu this old broken heart! — Perhaps- 
dreadful thought! — e'en now the deadly tube is levelled at 
his maqly breast {The report 0/ a pistol is Jieard, l. Mllen 
sinks into fas arms.'] Beai* up, I cannot support thee. [Ano- 
ther pistol is discharged, l.j Horrible suspense !— what a 
death-like silence ! 

Ell, Death ;— oh my adored Charles ! 

Jes, Ah, my poor Edward ! 

Fra. [Without^ Huzza! huzza! [Enters i,"] Huzza! — 
he's -safe — he's safe. 

All, Who?. 

Fra, 'Squire Charles, — 'Squire Charles. [Crosses a.] 
Huzza! 

[Ejeit R. Sir Hubert folds his hands on his breast in 

silent gratitude,"] 

Jes, Ah, my poor Edward! 

EU, Your son is safe ; — heard you the words ? 

Sir Hub, They have shot li e through me. 
- EU, Jessy ! rejoice with me. [Sedng her defected,] 
Wretch that I am, to forget thy sorrows ! —Take comfort, 
sweet girl I — ^perhaps 

Enter Old Rapid, capering, l. 

O, Rap, Tol de rol lol — Safe and sound— safe and sound 
— tol de rol lol. 

Jes. Who? 

O. Rap. My boy Neddy, — my darling Neddy --safe aud 
sound, — ^tol de rol lol. 

iSees Sir Hubert and bows respec^ulfy, Jessy and 
EUen talk apart.] 

Sir Hub, So, Mr. Rapid ! How happened this, sir ? 

O, Rap* Really, Sir Hubert, I don't understand the cut 
of it ; all I can say is, your son's behaviour was — oh— su- 
perfine ;— when they had fired their pistoLs^they drew out 
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their swords, itud your sion disarmed Neddy ; and then he 
generously gave hioi his sword again, which was extremely 
geiiteel, for it was a brand new silver-hilted sword, and, I 
suppose, by the laws of honour, he might have kept it. 

Sir Hub, Mr. Rapid, why did you break your appoint-* 
meut ? 

O. /ifl^. Mr. Vortex, sir — 

Sir Hub. Mr, Vortex. — I fear your sou has selected an 
911 imprudent preceptor. 

O. Jtap. Chose a bad pattern ^ you thinks sir? — I am' 
afraid he has 

Sir Hub* Will you, sir^ favour me with a few minutes' 
conyersation ? 

. 0«. Rap,. You know. Sir Hubert, I'm your faithful ser- 
vant to command. 

Sir Hub, [To Ellen,] Come, let us to our hero. Will 
yon, fair creature, condescend, to be a crutch to an old 
man ? [Takes Ellen's arm,] I shall expect you, sir. 

Ell, Jessy ! 

Jes, I follow, madam. [Ejfeunt Sir Hubert , and Ellen, r.] 
i>o I address the father of Mr. Rapid ? 

O, Rap. You do, pretty one I 

Jes. [Taking his hand and kissing it,] I beg your pardon ; 
but are you sure your son's life is safe — quite safe ? 

O. Rap. Yes.— A . very charming girl, I declare! — ^I'm 
very much obliged to you for taking notice of my Neddy ! — 
Poor fellow ! nobody seemed to care what became of him. 
I'm very much obliged. A sweet pretty-spoken creature 
as ever I saw ! But I must away to the Nabob's, or I shall 
be too late for the wedding. 

Jes, Wedding ! whose, sir ? 
- O, Rap', Whose ? why, my boy Neddy's, with Miss Vor- 
tex, to be sure! 

Jes, Married ! Edward married ! "Tis too much 

[Leans on Old Rapid for support. 

O. Rap. Eh ! what ? speak — tell me ! 

Jes, Oh, Edward ! is this the return for my love ? Have 
I merited ^is cruel desertion ? 

O. Rap. Desertion ?»— What !~-has the rascal ! — I shall 
choke myself — Has he behaved ill to so sweet a creature ? 
Your tears tell n)e so. 1*11 kill him. He's my own son, 
and I have a right to do it. Your name, your name f 
pretty soul ! 

Jes* Jessy Oatland. The indiscretion of my father has 
made me a servant — 



S8 A CURE IrOR THfi* HEARTACHE. [ACT V« 

O. Rap* And the discretion of his father has made him 
a gentleman. But Til malce the rascal know you are not 
humbled by your father's conduct, nor is he exalted by 
his : a villain ! Can he hope to be called a man of honour 
for opposing his head to a pistol, while himself levels the 
shaft of anguish at an innocent woman's heart ? But I'll 
kill him, that's one comfort^ Come With me, sweet one! 

Jes, Sir, I -roust attend Aiy mistress — I am servant to his 
bride. [ff^eeps. 

O. Rap, I shall go mad !; — Don't cry — If he, by marri- 
age, won't make you my daughter— I, by adop^on, will.—^ 
Good bye, Jessy! — Oh, the rascal! — Cheer up I — The 
scoundrel !— Pretty creature ! — ^Hie dog ! — What a shape ! 
— I'll kill him. [Exeunt ieveraUy ; Rapidy r. Jessy ^ l. 

END OF ACT IV. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Young Kapid and Hatr-dreaset^ discovered* 
Two Tables; on one. Pens, Ink^ Paper, and Sealing 
ff^aae; on the other, a large Looking Olass^on castors^ 
Two Chairs* 

Y, Rap. Dispatch ! Why don't you dispatch ? 

Hair. Done in a moment, sir,-^pray keep your head 
still. 

F. Rap. [Jumping ttjo.] Oh, Jessy Oatland ►— S'death 
— have not you done ? 

Hair. Sit down, sir — done in a moment 

Y. Rap. Well, well; I'm as patient as [5i/*. 

Enter Frank at the door, r. Rapid jumps up and runs to 

him. 

Well !— Speak— quick ! ^ 
Fra, Sur — I — that is — she — ^no, I—went- 



Y. Rap. You tedious blackguard— is she gone ! Is Jessy 
gone ? 

Fra, Ees, sur. 

Y. Rap. What ! left her father's ? Where is she ? 

Fra, J don't know — that is, I won't tell. [Aside. 

Y. Rap. What must she think me ? what I am — ^a 
rascal. 

Hair. Sit down, sir ; — done in a moment. • 
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F. Rap, Yes, ye&i I am as calm as [Sits. 

Enter John, l. 
What do you want ? [Jumps up again. 

Mm: Sir, my master and Miss Vortex wait for you. 

[Ejcitt L, 

F. Rap, Aye, to fulfil that infernal marriage promise. 
Ob, Jessy ! [To Fraftk,] What are you at ? 

Fra, Sur, I were only twiddling about my thumbs. 

F. Rap, You are always twiddling about your thumbs. 
What shall I do ?— Go to them — No, I'll write r I waut to 
write. 

Fra. Ohi you do?* 
• F. Rap, 1 tell you, 1 want to write. 

Fra, I'm sure I don't hinder you. 

F. Rap. S'death ! then don't stand there. 

Fra^ It be all the same to I where 1 stands. 

[Moving to another place, 

Y.Rap, Thickhead, bring pen and ink. 

Fra, Why did not you tell I so ? . 

. [Bring8y/rom side table, pens and ink, 
' F. Rap. Oh, this infernal pain ! — A candle — to seal a 
letter. [Ea'it Frank, and returns with a candle, r.] Zounds, 
it is not lighted ! 

Fra. You did'nt tell I to light it 

F. Rap, Was ever man plagued with such a hollow- 
beaded ninnyhammer. 

F^ra, [Aside,] Maybe, that be better than a hollow- 
hearted one ! 

Enter John, l. 

Y.Rap, [Jumps up,] Well! 

John, My master has sent you those parchments to pe- 
ruse. 

F. Rap, [ Thrmoittg them down,] I would'ut read them, 
for his estate. 
. John, He will wait qu you, sir, directly. 

F. Rap. Begone I all of you ! —Stop ! [To Frank,] Give 
me my co^t ! [Frank helps him on unt/tdnearm.) firing the 
glass ! [Frank^ leaves him so, and brings down a dressing* 
glass.] Leave me, dunderhead. [Ejrit Frank, r. 

Enter Vortex, l. 

Vor, Bravo, my fiue fellow '. You fought nobly ;— I say, 
who fired first ? 
^ F. Rap. Never mind ; that's past ! • ^ 



dO A CURE FOR THE HEARTACHE. [ACT V; 

For. Well, now I most enti-ii8t yoa with a little secret. 

[They sit. 

V. Rap. I have no objection to a Htile secret. 

Vor, In the first place, then, Til read this paper. 

F. Rap, No ; I'll read it — I shall read it much quicker. 
[Reads,'] " Received of Mr, Vorlea: the sum of five thousand 
pounds^ in consideration of which I assign over alt my right 
and title to— -hum — um, um — Signed, Ellen Vortex."-.- 
I understand. 

l^or. Now, you must know, the &ther of my niece^- 
^ V, Rap. Jessy Oatland ! — [/« reverie. 

Vor, No, her name is Bllen. 

Y. Rap. I know it, I know it.— I know it. [Fretfidlif. 

P^or, Her father died in India. 

Y. Rap. With all my heart 

yor. With all your heart ! 

Y, Rap. Zounds ! keep moving, will you ? 

Vor. Died in India, and left her to my care. All was 
in— 

Y. Rap. Confusion. 

Vor. You are right : all was in confusion. So I prevail- 
ed on— - 

Y. Rap, Jessy Oatland ! 

yor. No, no, Ellen — to sign that paper ; since which, 
indeed, her affairs have turned out pretty lucky. I pur- 
chased this estate with her fortune, which will be your's^ 
my boy ! It was a very snug bargain. 

Y, Rap. What a horrible thing is the gift of speech ! 

yor. Speech ! Did you say any thing about a speech t 

Ah ! had you heard mine out— Do you remember how it 

began .'— < ' Had I met your eye at an eat&er hour, I shouid ** — 

[During Vortea^s r»arration^ Rapid, infiuenced by the 

most fretful impatience, has unconsciously bit, and 

torn to pieces^ the paper given him by Vortejp,'] 

Y, Rap. [Jumping up.} S'death and fire ! Is this a time 
for speeches! Is not your daughter waiting? — Is not?— 
Oh, Jessy ; 

Vor. True, another opportunity ! But, oh ! 'tis a pretty 
speech.— Well, now give me back the paper. 

Y.Rap. The paper! 

yor. Yes, now pu have thoroughly digested the contents 
of the paper, give it me again. 

Y.Rap. Oh! the — the — the paper. 

[Sees it torn on the ground. 

Vor, Yes; that preciQus scrap, that secures us a hundred 
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thousand pounds, you dog ! — Come, give it me. 

F. A^. My dear fellow ! you gave me no paper. 

f^or. But 1 did, thougli. 

F. Rap. Yes, you certainly did; but tlien— you— you — 
did not — 

yor. But rU take my oath I did! — Come, give it me 
directly ' — You — [See* the fragmmUt on the groun4>} Eh ! 
— what! — no— yes.— rm undone, 'I'm ruined. — Oh, my 
head ! Tm going, Tm going ! ^ 

v. Rap. Upon my soul, I'm very sorry, but 

ror. But what? 

v. Rap. That infernal speech ! 

yor. Oh! [Looking at the tcrapt ^ paper.]— Eh, but 
hold ! — When he marries my daughter he'll keep tlie secret 
for his own sake. Oh dear ! I must lose no time. 

y. Rap. I'm very sorry ! — I'm sure, If hearing your speech 
will be any compensation [SU9 down* 

Vor. No, no, not now — come with me — all the lawyers 
are waiting. — Oh, pray come. 

Y. Rap. I'm coming, but you're always in such a hurry. 

^on I'll send my daughter to him — I must push him. 
Pray, come directly. [Exit, in a hurry , l. 

V. Rap. Upon my soul, you'll break your neck, if you 
hurry so. Am I always to have this infernal pain? [Goet 
ftp to theghts.'] Behold a high-finbhed rascal, at fall length. 
Curse me, if 1 can look myself in the face. 

Enter Jessy, l. 

Jet. [^part.] There he stands! Now, heart, biefirm— 
Virtuous ihdignation, support me !— Sir, my mistress waits 
for you. 

F. Ri^, Don't plague me about your mistress. I'll come 
by and by.— [TWfiw rotmd.] Heaven and hell ! Jessy Oat- 
land! 

Jei. My mistress, sir, waits for you. 

Y.Rap. Your mistress !;->A servant! Jessy Oatland a 
servant I — A servant to — And I — Jessy I my life I — my soul ! 
— wiU you forgive 

Jee. Wretch! lCroMer,R. 

Y.Rap. I am — I despise myself. On my knees--ouly 
listen to me. 

Enter Miss Vortex, l. 

MUm Vor. Mr. Rapid ! 

F. Req^ [Jumping up.^ What is the matter ? 

F 
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Wait at the door! aoij when I cry, hem I come in. Bat 
don't be in such a hurry. By heavens, the pain in my side 
!fl better already ! Huzza ! come along! — [Gomf^y returns ^ 
and rwu to the glass, and nods,'] How do you do ? -What ! 
vou rascal ! you can grin again, can yoti ? Come aloft g; 
but don't harry ; because, my dear fellow, 'tift impossible 
to do any thing well in a hurry. Come along ! but, zoundt,- 
never hurry. lExetmt Young Rapid, speaking very qui€k,*L, 

SCENE U,— Another Apartment in VorteaTs House. Tito 

Chairs, 

Enter Jessy and Frank, r. 

Fra, How bee*st thee now, Jessy ? 

Jes. Better. Quite recovered. yfh2X passed between 
you and Edward ? 

Fra, Why, at first he were in a desperate passion ; but 
wht;n I told him I were thy brother, he were so humble, 
and did ax 1 so to forgive un, that I could say no more to an* 
Dom it, I could not hit him when he were down ; and. I've 
a notipn his conscience was pegging him about pretty tight- 
ish. He swear'd he did love thee ! 

Jes. Did he, Frank ? Did he say he lov'd me ? 

Enter Mr. and Miss Vortex, l. 

Miss Vor. What ! torn the paper ! — A hot-headed-^nly 
wait till he's my husband— 

Vor. Egad, I wish he would come, though — 

Miss Vor. Oh, here he is. 

Jes. How my poor frauie trembles. 

Miss Vor. I vow, I feel uncommon discomposed— Oatland, 
your arm, child ! [Leans onjes^n 

Enter Young Rapid, f. 

Y. Rap. Heavens, how interesting ! the languor of thtee 
lovely eyes — 

Miss yor. Flattering creature ! 

Y. Rap. My senses are restored. Oh, will you pardon } 
will you again receive a heart, full of love and adoration i — 

Miss Vor. What shall I do ? — I mustpardon him. 

[Miss Fortex is preparing to speak. 

Jes. Edward ! what shall I say ?— your love has been too 
long my Joy, my pride, —to be torn from my heart without 
many a bitter wound ; — [Miss Vortex^ with surprise and 
chagrin, trithdraws her arm from •/e»4y.]— but your late con- 
duct has been— 
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Y, Rap, Detestable t— But I'm pardoned : your eyes teU 
me so. Thanks, my angel ! [Rmming. to her, and kiieWff*] 
I'm so oppressed with joy.— Ma'am, will you have the good<> 
ness to help me up ? 

Afift f^oTn Help you up ! — 

Fra. He ! he I he! Gi' me a hoss, Jessy ? he ! he ! thee 
be*s a domn'd honest fellow ! [SAaking RapitPa h4nd,'\ I'll 
run aud tell poor feyther.— .Now. I shall have a fiirm of my 
own! [Capering t arid Mapping Ms fingers.] — Dong it, bow I 
wiU work. — He I he ! he ! [Exit^ L. 

Miss Var, To be used so twice in one day ! It is not to 
be borne. — Nabob, won't you iight him ? 

Var. No, not I. • 

Miss Var. Coward ! 

Vor, You'd better be quiet, or I'll convince you I'm 
none, however. [Goes up the stage, and comes doten, r. 

Miss Var, He ! he ! I declare, it is so uncommon ridi- 
culous ! so comic ! He J he I I'm quite faint with laughing. 

F. Rap, Shall I assist you } 

Miss Var, No ! [Resentfully.^ I must retire, or I shall 
expire with laughing ! — He ! he ! Oh ! \^Exit crying, u 

Enter Ellen, l. 

EU. Heaven ! what* s the matter ? 

F; Rap, Allow me to introduce Mrs. Rapid, madam. 

Mil* Sweet Jessy ! Sir, I thank yon for giving my heart 
a pleasurable sensation, which 1 thought it had for ever 
taken leave of. . i . 

F. Rap. Bless * your heart ! perhafts I may tickle it np a 
little more. [Ta Vartex,] Now, stand out of the way, will 
you? 

Vor. You're quite free and easy. 

F. Rap, My way. * 

Vor, You forget, 'tis my house.- 

F. Rap. No, I don't ! you bought it with her money, 
you know. 

Vor, Umph! 

F. Rap. Mum ! — Now for Young Stanley's cue. \To 
EUen.] 'Pon my honour, ma'am, any man might be proil4 
to— Hem.~He does'ut hear me. Such beauty! Such a 
shape I — Such a-^Hem-^ 

Enter CfUHLES Stanley, r. 

Van Zounds ! he's here again. [Getting behind Young 
Rapid.} What does he want f 
Y. Rap. Shall I ask him ^ 
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Vor, Do. ril be very much Obliged to you. 

Y: Rap. I \i\\\, ru manage. i 

\_fyinking^ 0nd nodding to yori€*v. 

Vor. Oh, thank you. i 

F. Rap. [To Charlet Stanley. \ What may be your bu- 
siness here, sir ? 

Cha. I came to take leav e . ■ ■ 

Y. Rap. Hush ! [^part.] To inquire respecting tha^ 
lady's fortune. We'll soon answer all that, won't we? 

[Nodding to Vortejf* 

Cha, I say, sir — 

y. Rap. [Stopping Aim.] We grant it :— w€ grant Ms 
Vortex has recovered property to a considerable amount. 
But what signifies that ! She assigned it for fiye thons^nd 
pounds I—You see how I'm going on. [To Nabob. 

Vor. Oh, thank you, my dear friend ! 

Y* Rap. I've seen the paper, have'nt I ? [ To f^ortejp, 
• Cha. And I should be satisfied— 

Y, Rap. Yoii would be satisfied if you saw it.— Certainly 
•—Very proj^r — Nothing iu nature can be more reasonable ; 
HO, Nabob, shew him the paper, and settle the busiuees al 
once. [fValks about^ Vortex following him.] Shew him the 
paper ! — Don't keep the gentleman waiting all day. — Shew 
him the paper. — My dear fellow ! what^s the use of walking 
after me ? Shew him the paper. 

J^or. iTaking advantage of the pauses in the foregoing 
speech.^ 1 say — My dear friend — Hush! — Be quiet I— { 
want to speak to you — ^You forget you desti'oyed it ! 
. Y. Rap. I destroyed it ! . 

Vor. Hush! 

y. Rap. He says I destroyed it ! 

Vor. I did not— 1*11 take my eath 1 did not 

y. Rap. And it is true. 

Cha. and EU. What! 

y. Rap. True, upon my honour ! he has no more hold 
on your estates, madam, than I have. This is your hou»e, 
m^'am, — I give you joy ! — Sir, 1 give you joy I Nabob, I 
giireyoujoy. 

f^or. Oh, my head !— you villain! 

y. Rap. Dou't talk about villainy, — it would make you 
worse. Sit down, my dear fellow ! 

Cha. He's justly punished, for the falsehood of the story 
>e told. 

y. Rap. 1 say, he's justly punished for the leugth of tta( 
story he told. 
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Cha. MK Rapid, in expressing my obligaliobs, allow -me 
to be — 

Y, Rap, Not more than a minute, I entreat. 

Old Rapid and Sir Hubert, vHthoui, a. 
0. Rap* Where is he ? 
Sir Hub, Be patient. 
O. Rap. I won't. — Let me come at him'. 

Enter Old Rapid and Sir Hubert, r. 

Jes. [ Young Rapid and Jessy kneeL] Your blessing, /lir ? 

O.Rap. What?— Oh! 

[Fails on his knees, and embraces them both. 

Sir Hub. [After talking ^part with his son,] Mr. Rapid, 
by asserting your character as a man of honour, in reward* 
ing the affections of this amiably woman, you command my 
praise ; for bestowing happiness on my dear Charles, re- 
ceive an old man*s blessing. 

Y, Rap, Approbation from Sir Hubert Stanley is praise 
indeed. 

0. Rap, Dam'me, there's the son of a tailor for you ! 

f^or. What, a tailor ? 

0, Rap, Yes!— And let me tell you, that one guinea ho- 
nestly gotten by blood drawn from the finger, is sweeter than 
a million obtained by blood drawn from the heart! — So, take 
that. 

Y, Rap. Well, Nabob, how do you feel? 

P^or, Egad, 'tis very odd ;— but I declare I feel light and 
comfortable since Ellen has got her estate, and I somehow 
breathe more free. I've a notion, the last line of my speech 
is true. 

Y, Rap, Come, I'll hear the last line. 

f^or. Why, *' that the first step towards securing the es- 
" teem of others, is to secure your own." 

Y, Rap, Stick to the last line. 

£11. And, dear uncle, take Sir Hubert Stanley for your 
physician. Follow his prescription of justice and benevo- 
lence, and, my life on it, you will soon thank me for my 
recommendation. 

Vor. Well, to shew the sincerity of my intentions, allow 
me, Ellen, to present you these parchments, the title-deeds 
of this estate. [Presents parchments, and returns to his place. 

O, Rap. I say, Ned, what nice measures they would make I 

EU. And, sir, allow me to shew you'thc true value of 
riches. — [Giving the parchments to Stanley. 1 — Convert them 
into happiness. 
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O. Rap. Well, I've oply one observation to make. 
Y. Rap. 1 hope it is a short one. 
JEll, What^ impatient again ? 
y. Rap. I am, a«d, if I err, 

lis you, my generous Patrons, are the cause : — 
My heart's impatient for your kind applause* 
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Few 8nlg«ct8 have been modactive <^ greater merriment than 
the shifts, the tricks, and oistresses of that itinerant race, known 
bv the name of .fitroilimr players. Hogarth has immortalized 
them on canvass ; and Churchill, in one of his bitterest satires, 
has held them np to everlasting derision. Nor have they been 
treated with more ceremony in our own times. Hundreds of 
merr^ audiences haye been sent laughing to their beds, at the 
exploits of Messrs. - Tag and Da^erwooa; and those of the pro- 
fession, who may be honorably dutingui^ed as reBularSf have 
not scrupled to be maliciously ranny at the expense cw their poorer 
brethren. And, as the song says, 

" Having exhausted each theme you can bring. 
To laugh at thenuelves they don't grudgew" 

Nor has the economy of the stage— its thunder and lightning 
—■its ghosts and trap-doors— its mysteries and paraphernalia — 
escaped violation. The theatrical sanctuary, like the sacred 
rites of the Bona Dea^ has been profaned by tne unhallowed eye 
of vul^^ curiosity. Every holiday apprentice can discourse 
learnedly upon thunder—not rumbling, as heretofore, from tlie 
mustard bowl — ^but from a ponderous machine rolling over his 
head in the one-shilling gallery. Even a flash of lightning is no 
longer a conundrum ; while all the town knows that a haii^storm 
rages with more or less violence, in proportion as the peas, or 
swan shot, rattle upon the sta^e. These are among tlie many 
evidences of the march of intellect ; but we may be allowed to 

Question the expedience of acquiring so much knowledge. Divest 
*unch of his mystery, and what is he but rags and wood ? All 
scenic illusion is destroyed by thus prying into details. . We are 
not for telling the secrets, of the prison-house,— for stripping the 
dramatic muse, and exliibiting her in buff. We are content to 
'contem])late her beauty, without inquiring how it is produced. 
We desire not to follow Swifl into Chloe^s dre8sing^roora< among 
her false locks and glass eyes. But this is the age of inquiry^ 
and we bid fair to reverse the homely proverb of honest Semcho, 
that ^^ If all fools wore white caps, we should look like a* flock of 

A3 



6 REMARKS. 

geese !" Yoar wiaeacrea tlireaten to proye the geese, in the pre- 
sent day. 

The shifts and distresses, (he mystery and machinery, of 
which we have heen speaking, furnish a great portion of the en- 
tertainment that is to be round in the very amnsins farce of 
^* Amateurs and Actors." Those who are unacquaintedVith tlie- 
atrical technicals, will find many of the jokes too recondite ; hat 
those who are in the secret, and know the stuff that monsters are 
made of, will laugh heartily at thdr whijmsicality. Mr, Wing^ is 
a poor-devil actor, who imitates humanity most ahominahly. . Like 
the far-fumed '^ Dragon of Wantley," in whose capacious maw 

« Houses and churdies. 

Were but geese and tuikeys !** 

he swallows every tiling, hut digests nothing— charming, hy infi- 
nite variety, and leaving no department of the drama untouched, 
or unadorned, hy his genius, whether to provoke laughter, or to 
draw tears ; though, like the sportsman, who aimed at a pigeon, 
but killed a crow, •his tragical shots generally bring down roars 
of laughter. 

" Randngt tearing ; stamping, staring— latere ium DondneJ 
And now he oourts the comic muse, now ogles at Mdpomene }^— 
Tragic quia, his oomio phis shews fun in its varieties s 
Macbeth and Lear are quite as queer as King Arlipadiades !** 

Geoffiy Mvffvncem^ the charity-boy, is an crighudy and there- 
fore entitled to all uie credit that belongs to so rare a dramatic 
commodity. But the feelings that he excites are hardly of a plea- 
sarable nature. The representative of a forlorn and destitute 
race— one of whom it may be said, 

'< The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law,** 

we regard him as the victim of that unequal distribution of 
worldly wealth, which those who tiiemselves are in the enjov- 
ment of the good things of this life, piously preach up as a righ- 
teous dispensation. He is placed in comic situations; but, uke 
the fro^ in the fable, if it be sport Xjo us, it is death to him. His 
simplicity and archness, whlcn^like the smile and 'the tear, are 
often founfl in each otlier^s company, are well painted ; and his 
lyrical description of his amour, which ended so prematurely in 
tiie mash tu5, is told with humour, and verifies the old saying— 

*' The ooune of true love never did run smooth.** 

The lume of Mr. O. P. BusUe is sufficiently indicative of his 
calling and temperament. He is the type and shadow of idl re- 
presentatives orobiqintarian majesty, since the days of Thespis. 
Mrs. Mary Gorterit is not theiirst lady of high pretensions, who 
has burlesqued Shakspeare,— 'and probably without intending it. 

There is ranch pleasant equivoque in this farce ; there are alj»o 
innumerable puns, generally smart, but occasionally, like the coat 
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of a would-be da&d j, brushed and tfareadbare. We eoiild hate 
wished that more attention had been paid to the dialogue^ and 
that the hnmour had depended lessivon «uch expressions as 
*' Here's a nm.r " Hert^a a sweater /" '' My goodness /" and 
" Gemmt cracfr« /" 

To the ingenioos author, Mr. Richard Brinsley Peake, the 
public are indebted for mudvfileaBinf . amusement. Independent 
of every other merit, he is fairfy entitled to the palm of superior 
' ' ' '"i « •! 1 1 I no fewer 

Mathews 
At Home* 

But as Voltaire onoe said, ^^ An author can never reach posterity 
with such a load at his back,"— 'Mr. Peake would do wisely to 
cultivate a higher department of the drama, and produce 8oroe« 
thing that should transmit his name with honour to posterityt 
Put monegr in thy purse, but donH put it at the expense of 
reputatioiv When Goldsmith was once entreated to leave off 
writisg for the sti^, and to return to the Muses, his reply was, 
that l^' the latter he mieht starve, but that the former procured 
himalf the kncuries Of life. But Goldsmith had already earned ai^ 
imuKHrtattty of < ftune, and could afford to rdflx. There has been 
-mueh nonsepisical remark about the legitimate drama being at 
|)re86nt out of fashion,— and l^ whom is it made? By the low- 
est retainers of Ghrab-street, to whom the legitimate irama is as 
» sealed book. Oavid Garrick.once observed to CoUey CUiber, 
that tlie old school would never do in his time. Colley, who re* 
yicmbered Garrick's superior— jB^terton— dryly answered , ^ How 
do you know ? Yon never tried it /" 

If association has any charms for Mr. Peake, we would conjore 
faim, by the memory of that great man whose name he in part 
bears, to set his brother dramatists a good example. If the 
blockheads have neither the wit, nor the industry, to fi>lkiw it, 
the advantage will still be on the side of the exemplar, who will 
then have the drama to himself, (for Bartholomew Pair mum- 
meries are not the drama,) and share 

" Withoat co-rival all her dignitiea — 
But out upon this haH-iaced fellowship 1" 

This appeal is more particularly made to Mr. Peake, from his 
having nree access to managerial ears, which, if they partake of 
the quality of Midas's, preferring the roanngs of Pan to the 
strains of Apollo, are still the caterers for the pub^e taste. As 
it would be impossible for Mr. Peake to write any thing too bad 
for managere to accept, we again conjure him, in >the name of 
Sheridan^ to prove himself his godson, not by adoptton only, but 
hj genius. 

The character of Bustle afforded Mr. Harlev full scope for his 
vivacity. No one relishes a joke^ better than Harley, or gives it 
with greater point and piquancy. ' Mr. Wrench, m the lack-linen 
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Mr* yphi^y of ragged merritdent, was a very mnce of the blood. 
He tottered od theextremest vei^ of tlie riaicutioua ; — another 
hole or two in his coat would have touched the 9u]l&mie* His 
hat b(M« reeemblaiice to a pot-lid without the handle ; and the 
scantiness of his skirts illustrated Goldsmith's jkUhetk senti" 



ment,^ 



" Man wants but liMe here below> 
Nor wants that littte long,** 



Bartley was Teiy efficient in Elderberry. Put Bartley in a flus- 
ter, and he has all the qualities of a pardied pea ; the sta^ her 
comes too warm for him, and he capers about with the mmble- 
ness of an elephant danon^ upon hot plates. But the best per- 
formance in the piece was Wilkinson^ Geafry MujfiMoap* We 
cannot quite compliment Mr. Keeley on itaf assumption of the 
part ; he wanted the drawling sing-song voice and old-fashioned 
physiognomy of his predecessor, — but he gave the song very hu- 
morously* Wilkinson looked as if he had never been out of the 
reach ot the beadle's staff-^is if he had been drilled and drubbed 
into a stifiiiess and formality, that, by long habit, had become se- 
cond nature. He appeared to live, move, and have his being, 
under the eye of some formidable su|jerviaor, as queer and as 
frumpish as hiroseli; If his ^vity was by any chance betrayed 
into a chuckle, he involnntanly cast his eyes about him^ appro- 
hensive of the visitation of some cudgel^ to repress his prraana 
merriment. Mr. David JChdcet^ ana his compeers, are men- 
mortal men — that do very well to fill up a iarce. Mr. Pearman, 
in the former> only served to remind us how firaham and Inde- 
don did wft sing. 

The author of this farce is the son of Mr. Richard Peake, the 
faithful and well-tried treasurer of Drury Lane Theatre, for a 
mriod of for^ vears. He was bom in London, on the 19th of 
February, 1/92, and educated for the professbn of an artist, 
serving a regular apprenticeship with James Heath, esq. A.R.A. 
the eminent engraver. But the drama was a study more conge- 
nial to the talents of Mr. Peake. In 1815, he was appointed 
treasurer of the English Opera House, which situation he has 
continued to fill with a zeal, ability, and integrity, no less profit- 
able to the manager than honorable to himsdf. In private life,^ 
Mr. Peake is cheerful, firiendly, and inteliigent 
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MR. O. P. BUSTLE.— Brown or snuflf-coloured coat, light waist- 
coat, and trowsers, &c. 

WING.— 'Very old and mended green or brown coat* buttoned 
doie up ^the breast, a pair of darned worsted light pantaloons,* a 
shabby pair of old hessian boots, an old small flat-crowned hat, put 
on wrong way. 

BERRY. — Dark surtout coat, pantaloons, and half gaiters, deep 

ELDERBERRY.— Brown breeches, light worsted stockings, shoes 
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mantle, &c. 

MRS. MARY GONERIL.— Crimson silk dress, with extravagant 
flounces, reticule, large French bonnet or hat. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE Id — A Garden, part of Elderberries House visible, 
R. u. E. with railing and garden-gate in centre. Morning. 

Enter Dulcet, cautiously, from Garden^ l. u. e. 

Vulc Not here ! I am before my appointment— just six 
o'clock. That is her window, and, lucliily, the reminder 
of the family sleep at the other side tlie house — I will give 
the promised signal, for there is not any lime to be lost. 

[Sings.] " Whither, my love, 

" Ah ! whither art thou gone ?** 

{At the end of the verse, Mary opens the window above 
the door of the house.] 
Her window opens — Mary, 'tis 1 — Hasten down, my dear 
girl-; the morning is fine, and the moment propitious ! 
' Mary, For heaven's sake, do not speak so loud— I 
tremble t 

Dulc. Nay ! no time for trembling now — rely on the 
love and honor of your devoted admirer — hasten down, or 
you will be the cause of discovery. 

Mary. I will not be a minute. 

{Disappears and shuts the window. 

Dulc. Dear enchanting girl !— Now should 1 feel certain 
twinges of conscience, but that I know my designs are ho* 
uorable, and this my only mode of snatching the fair prize. 
Three years have I existed upon her smiles — three months 
has she' been wavering how to act — three weeks has she 
promised to put herself under my protection — three days 
vdll unite us — ^three hours will carry us safe out of reach 
— and yet tliree minutes may overturn our whole plan. 

^O^C^Duloet. 
Composed by Mr. Price. 

Let pining swains, their love revealing, 
Sing the melancholy lay ; 
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More bright the flame my bosom feeling. 
So my 80ug shall be more gay. 

Why should lovei'8 talk of dyidg, 

Hope insf)inng all the while ? 
Love was uever won by sighing, 

Since he wears a rosy smile. 

€ome then, mirth, in joyous measure. 

Let me aU my heart reveal — 
Source ef bliss and cheerful pleasure 

Is the love I ever feel. 

What can thus delay her ? — I'll bteak open the door, [Noise '■ 
of unbolting the door A«ar</. l»«nd — hush, she comes ! • ± 
[Mary is seen coming doufn the siair^ ipindow,'^ 

Tim, [ff^ithinJ] Let me unbolt it for you. Miss. 

Dulc. What's this ! an intruder ! 

Mary. [Within.} Pray don't trouble yourself, Mr. 
Timkins. 

Dulc, Mr. Timkins! Now who the devil is Mr. Timkins ? 
Oh ! her guardian's factotum— well, as I cannot bribe, I 
must strangle him, the moment tlie door is opened — I shall 
be discovered. [Retires, l. u. e. 

Enter Mary and Timkins, fi-om Cottage. Mary has a 
hat on, and a mantle over her arms. 

Tim. (r.) Nice mumin. Miss— all nater seems gay— No 
answer — hem ! 

Mary, (l.) I must get rid of this coxcomb [Apart. ^-^ 
Eh ! have you called Mr. Elderberry ? 

Tim. No, Miss ; he is, as the poetrys say, still in the 
arms of Murphy. ' 

Mary. [Asidel\ Fool ! — Will you have the goodness to 
go to his room ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Mary. And — [Aside^ 1 tremble while I give it — and 
when he comes down — this letter is for him — ^but— eh ! 
not till he comes down. >/-' 

Tim. Oh aye ! 1 know. [Wini^ng sign(/icantly. 

Mary. What do you know ? 

Dulc. [Behind, l. u. e.] I will look for a spade, and 
dash his brains oujt, if he has any. 

THm. Lord bless you, I know what you are goinj; at 

Mary. Indeed*. [Alarmed. 

Tim. You mean it as a surprise to him — Lord ! how you 
look. Well, ril go up and tell him all about it. And he 
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shan't have the letter till he comes down, when I will de- 
IWer it, as your French master says — ** Avec buckkup de 
pleasure Maddeminsel" [Exit into the cottage, r. 

Mary* Discovered ! 

[Dulcet comes forward^ goes to the cottage door, take* 
out trunk, and the key^ then locks the door outside,] 
Jhdc, To prevent your further interference, my learned 
Theban, I'll just take the liberty to lock this door. Here, 
my dear Mary, is your trunk— [i9AKf# the rfoor.]— There ! — 
the chaise is close under the garden-wall — and now we de- 
camp boldly by broad day-light, and fortune be our guide, — 
Nay, my love, do not be downcast-^you fly to love and 
happiness-^ Come ! 
. . . " •* Liberty in every blow : 

ij^ , . ** Let us do or diel" 

• [Exeunt hastily through the garden gate, l. u. e. 
Tim. [ff^ithin, atdoor."] Hollo ! some Damon of mischief 
has fastened this door — ^Well, I can go round to the other. 
Eld. [Within, at door.'] Mary ! Maiy ! Miss Hardacre ! 
—My goodness !— can't you hear ? — are you coming to 
pour out the tea ? — Mary !— [/T*? goes up the stairs.] — it is 
very odd*— 

Re-enter Timkivs from the back, r. s. e. 

[Elderberry appears at the window.] Mary! — Where is 
she ? — Bless my soul ! I never was so hungry in my life — 
Ua ! llmkins-^Have you seen Miss Hardacre ? 

Tim. Yes — and when you come down, 1 have got a letter 
for you — such a surprise I 

Eld. A surprise ! My goodness ! 

[Disappears and shuts unndow. 

Tim. Hollo ! this door locked outiide^-mustget it open- 
ed against master comes — 1 think of every thing — a clever, 
good, confidential servant— I declare I am quite a lusus 
nfftura ! 

Enter KhDEBAEUBY firom cottage door, r. 

Eld. lioit)* toity i Where's the letter ? In her hand- 
writing, sure euough-~[ jSfAi^ lY open, and reads.] — *^Dear 
Sir, I fear you will neper pardon the act I have committed.** 
— My mind misgives me-^I've been a little harshish or so 
lately — '* Your unkind conduct, "'^^My goodness ! hbpe she 
ha nt dropp'd into the iish-pondor tan-pits I — ** Vour unkind 
conduct,' in refusing the only wish of miy heart, has occasion* 
ed my present unhappy absence.** — Murder ! Murder ! Tim- 
kins ! — My goodness ! 

B 
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Tim. Sir ? 

£ld. Here's a row! — [Reacts,] — " Prompted dhne by an 
honorable affedion,** — My goodness ! — *< an honorable ieffec^ 
tion, I have been compelled to" — [To TIfmAww.] -Saddle 
Captain ! 

Tim, [Comet down on l.] Yes, sir. [Going l. 

£ld* Stay. [Reads.] ** 1 have been competed to teekmp 
oiUy resource, tmdquit your house with*,* — [To Timkins.']—^ 
a pair more horses f — " Quit your house with my future hu^^ 
band!" — Husband \ my goodness ! — <* and have been driven 
/o— " the devil ! Put the chaise to ; TU pursue her ! 
[Exit Timkins, rUnmng, l. Goes to the door and knockM 
loudly,'] Here's a sweater — give me a cup of tea, with a 
thimble full of brandy in it. Hoity toity 1 why did my old 
partner, Hardacre, when he quitted business and this world, 
leave me his daughter to plague my life out ? [Runs about 
in confimon,'\ Oh dear I My goodness 1 

Re-enter Timkins, l. 

Tim. Sir, there's a po^chay druve off like any thing ! 

Eld. Bless my soul! run after it— catch it! [Timktr^ 

attempts to go off.]'^tio, that won't do ! Tell 'em to 

stop it at the turnpike — No, that won't do ! — Go the other 
roful, and break the bridge down. — No, that won't do — My 
goodness ! Zounds and the devil> why don't you tell me 
what will do ? 

Tim. If you gets into your gig, I'll drive you — ^we may 
get some information of them. 

Eld. Fiddlestick's end ! No, Timkins, I'll go by myself. 
Come along — ^poor unfortunate creter, what will become of 
her ? but only let me overtake her, and she shall catch it. 
Come along — Oh ! my goodness ! 

[Ejeettnt into the cottage, r. 

SCENE Ih^BustWs Lodgings.-^Doors right and l^ in 
Jlaty leading to different rooms. 

Enter Geoffry, l. s. e. dragging after him a table, withfoils^ 
helmet, horn, chain, whip, and various theatrical articles, 
books, ^c. upon it, which he sets in the middle of the room. 

Geo. Well ! if ever I see any thing like this afore : the 
queerest things— wigs, whistles and walking^ticks — [Takes 
up hom\ — bugle horns wtuit won't blow, — [Lays down 
horn, and takes up a pistoL"] — ^and pistols what won't fire 
off. They say, this here room belongs to the Manager, 
but I don't know what a Managerbe. [Takes a book.] P-i- 
izzard— a> R-R-0— Pizarro— now what's that ? French, I 
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dare say — My eye ! what a life I have on it ! a sarvent of 
all-work here, and receives bo wages. [Fetches from the 
same place a chair, tohich he jmts r. o/tabieJ] I'll sit down 
a bit, for I'm as tir'd as master's arm, after a bard morn- 
ing's flogging. Old landlady too, 'cause she had me from 
the parish-school, fidgets me about like a ferret after a rat 
— no oomfort--«nd what's worser than that, 1 don't get 
enough to fill my belly — gadzooks ! here's some more of 
these things to get — [Goes to the side, l. s. e.] — ^here's some 
musical hurdy*gurdy — [Looks at the crash^] — and here's 
[Takes up a helmet.] here's a goold bonnet-^d'rat it, how 
fine a body would look in it — 1*11 try him on — [Puts itonJ] 
Lord ! if the beadle could but see me now — and this music 
too. [Tttms the /iundle — a tremendous noise*'] 

Bus, [fyUhoulf L. 9. £.] Hallo ! there \ — who's above ? 

Geo, (a. c) It is I, sir I — No, sir — nobody — O Lord ! 

- [Jlarmed, 

Bus. [fVithout.] The parts must be copied and deliver- 
ed — three pound of spangles will be enough — alter that 
cloak into a pair of breeches. 

Geo, O, how he'll leather me ! 

Enter Rustic, l. s. e. 

Bus, Hey ! hollo I sirrah ! how dare you thrust yoUr 
ugly- shaped head into the helmet of Alexander the Great ? 
-T-off with it — and if I catch you at this fun again I'll — 
What are you doing with my crash ? 

Geo, (r.) Crash ? . 

Bus, (l.) Yes, crash — with this machine we knock 
down towns and towers, break bridges,^and upset tilburies ! 
[T\ims the handle of it,] What's your name, sirrah ? 

Geo, Geoffry! 

Bus, Geoffry what ? 
- Geo, Geoffry Mnffincap — the boys call me Mr. MufBn- 
cap, because I'm the oldest in the parish -school, where I 
have been as long. as I remember. 

Bus, Who were your parents ? 

Geo, Never had any ! 

Bus, O I a child of chance — 

Geo. No, I'm a If orphan ! Missus hired me as a servant, 
for eighteen- pence a week, which the master of the work- 
house pockets. — 1 scours tlie stairs — ^fetches tlje beer — 
makes the brass-plate on the door look bright — waits on 
the lodgers, only they never gives me nothing — but a great 
deal of trouble — 

B 2 
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Bus. You gruiubliug oiplian ! call that faaviog much to 
do ! Now, if you had liaif my employmeuts — aii't I a ma* 
nager — ^principal performer — prompter — painter — and pro- 
perty-maker ! 

Geo. O ! criminy ! I'm glad of that — 

Bus. Why? 

Geo, Yon must be so i-ich> as you're a property*maker« 

Bus. I must let you iuto a few of my jobs— you shall 
have the honor to clean russet boots — brush managerial 
black inejppressibki — deliver calls — warm sise-pots — ^and 
lay in flat colours. I dash at scenery ! — ^landscape ! — ^wa- 
ter- fall ! — Gothic screen I— light and shade I— breadth !— 

Geo. Yes, but I — 

Bus. Silence ! Our nest performance mutt go off better 
— [Crosses backward and forteard.] — Don't know how we 
shall get on tho% for at present, we are all .backward be- 
hind : — ^now, before, we were foi*ward. Lady Tbingo'me 
there, is not quite the thing — a perfect gentlewoman^ but 
often imperfect Has Jacks, the smith, seut the thunder ^ 

Geo. There be an iron pair of sheets come. 

Bus. Well, pack the thunder off in the first cart— but 
take care it does not rub a hole in the new wind — ^wrap the 
elephant in the green curtain, and put the last drop in the 
water-fallt Has that person been here again with his piece ? 

Geo. Piece! 

Bus, Piece, yes^-^that he wanted to show me. 

Geo. [Apart.] I'll show him one 1 have written — here 
it is — perhaps he'll look at it. Mr. Bustle, I have got a 
piece of my own writing? 

Bus. You write a piece ! — Ha ! ha ! — What — a tragedy, 
I suppose ? 

Geo. No, a Christmas piece — 

Bus. Oh I a Ptintomime. 

Geo. (a.) [Producing /i^om his pocket.'] Yes, here it is — 
large text, small text, round and running hand-^the comet 
at the top, and a swan all. flourished at once at the bottom 
— signed, Greoffry Muffincap. 

Bus, (c.) Psba ! your school-piece i 

Geo. Yes — gentlemen, when tiiey looks at it, sometimes 
gives me sixpence. 

Bus. Do they ? Well, Geoffry, Til see if I can't keep up 
the character of a gentleman — there's a shilling. 

Geo. Thank'ye, sir — you are a gentleman — now I'll be 
your friend — you shall look at it whenever you like, for' 
nothing. 
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Bus. O ! I'm on the free list. 

Geo. Yen, sir, and Vm at the free school. I must go 
down stairs now, [Crosses l.] for, if the cross old landlady 
don't hear me cleaning the knives — winding up the jacic — 
giving the cat some millc — or doing something, I shaiVt get 
no dinner by no means. [Exit Geoffnfy l. 

Bus* That's a comical old boy ! But, odso * 1 forgot the 
actor I am al>out to engage — I think he is in that room — I 
am in momentary expectation, too, of my tragedy heroine 
from town — for, tho' I have to superintend private thea- 
tricals, I'ram compelled to engage professional persons to 
assist. Mr. Wing, Mr. Wing! — [Knocks at r. d. in flat. 

Enter WiSQ,shabbiip dressed., from k. d. in flat* 

fVing, [Advancing, r.] " Who calls so loud ?" 

[In character* 

Bus, (l.) 'Tis I.— Well ! Mr. Wing— 

H^ng. (r.) Sir, I have to thank you, and congratulate 
myself, for the glowing comfort to my internals, occasion- 
^ by a bason of hot tea. 

Bus» I am glad to find an old acquaintance with some 
warmth in him — but to business, Mr. Wing. 1 shall shortly 
have the pleasure of introducing you to my employers — li- 
beral patrons, but barbarous murderers, of the Drama. We 
want a Romeo — ^you can do it — eh ? 

fFing. I am universally studied. — T will do the Romeo, 
tho' you may think I am a better figure for the Apothecary. 

[Crosses l. 

Bus. (r.) At present, you are a better figure for Sur- 
geons' Hall : but I am snre you will be useful. Ha! ha! 
to be sure, we who know something of the matter, must 
laugh at private performers. As Garrick observed, one 
easily sees, when the Amateurs ai'e acting, that there is not 
an Actor among *em. 

ff^ing, (l.) Very true, Mr. Bustle ; and 'twould be hard, 
indeed, if the children of Thespi.^, whose lives have been 
devoted to the laborious study of their profession, could be 
suddenly eclipsed by any new-made votary of the buskin, 
who may chuse *< to strut and fret his hour ;" [In cha^ 
racter.'] no — his minute, on the stage, and then, to the 
great satisfaction of his friends, be beard no more. 

Bus., Quite just, "Mr. Wing ; aiid that opinion is very 
well among ourselves — ^but there we'll beep it, you know — 
you understand me — ^mum — W^ell, well, the gentlemen 
are novices — 'tis like putting young horses in the mail ; 
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but one or two of U8 old stagers will keep them in the 
right road.— Talking of that, did you come by the coach ? 

fVing* No, I came on foot. 

Bus, 0> a walking gentleman ! What brought you upon 
the stage ? 

Wing* Why, I became enamoured of the profession—' 

. [ThoughtfuUy, 

Bus, So you embraced it. 

fVmg. Ha ! ha !_Heigho ! 

Bus, Why do you sigh ? 

fVing, A performer is such a singular machine — 

Bus. So far singular, that he goes upon a self-acting 
principle — ^tkat shoold not make yon melancholy. 

IVing, You know 1 am married — 

Bus, Ah ! I forgot ! 

fVing. Do it once, and youMl never forget it I 

Bus. Where is Mrs. Wing ? 

ff^ing, I have not, at present, the felicity of knowing. 
I one day remonstrated with her on the subject of her va- 
garies and my finances — She replied that 1 was a bad- ma*> 
nager, and she would cancel her engagement : ' 

Bus. Well! 

fFing, Well! Shetookherself off next day, accompanied 
by Mr. Attitude, our Harlequin, (a pretty man, with ex- 
tensive whiskers.) Ah ! it does not much matter, she wa» 
snch a vixen ! 

Bus. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Well, you may think yourself lucky 
that she is discharged from pour company. Besides losing 
your better half, what other success have you had ? 

mng. O ! intolerable ! 

Bus. Benefits? 

fFing. (r. c.) '^ Flat, stale, and unprofitable !" 

[In character. 

Bus. What, this last season T 

fVtng. No, not so bad— don't let me disparage --this 
year they were decent— I only lost ten shillingpi \ 

Bus. Lost! I 

fVing. Yes, and veiy well off too— last season I was- 
minus the matter of one pound fifteen I 

Bus, Mighty beneficial ! 

fVing,^ A fact, 1 dp assure you 

Enter Geoffuy, l. 

Bits, (l. c.) Well, what do you want, with your mouth 
open like Ophelia's grave ? 

Geo. (i..) Please— here's a lady come down by the High. 
Flyer. 
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But» Ah! my tragedy heroine, I supiMMe-^What did she 
say her name was ? 

Geo. Mrs.— Mrs. — O, it was Mrs. something ! 

H^ng, Explanatory as a drunken prompter. 

Bus. Elucidate 

[fflng retires up towards table, and looks at the things 
upon it. Takes up the French hom.^ 

Geo, No, 'twasn't Lucy, at all. 

Bus, Was it any thing lilie Mrs. Mary Qoueril ? 

Geo. That he the very one I 

Bus, (c.) She is, I hear, a first-rate actress — a star, and 
a great favourite of the public and the manager. 

Geo, Bless you, 1 just peeped into her bundle, and there 
I saw a bloody dagger — a crown — ^a cat's paw, Ait;«rtf(/ with 
brickdust, and a long tail of black hair, for all the world 
like the. parson's poney — Here she be. [Eait Geoffrey, l. 

Eftter Mrs. Gonbril, l. 

Bus. (r.) Mrs. Goneril I 

Mrs. G. (l.) I presume I am addressing Mr. O. P. 
Bustle? 

Bus. I am Mr. O. P. Bustle. 

Mrs, G. You perceive, sir, I am punctual— I started from 
the coach office at five in the morming— an early hour for 
our profession ; but it is my maxim never to keep the stage 
waiting. - ' . 

Bus. No, ma'am ; if you do that, you stand a chance of 
losing your place—We ! he ! pardon my pun ! I trust you 
are not too much fatigued to afford me a little Hpecimen of 
your talent, as 1 must return an immediate and very exact 
report to. my employers, respecting your manner, person, 
action, delivery ! 

Mrs. O. I shall esteem myself honoured in giving an op- 
portunity for the very able criticism of Mr. O. P. Bustle ! 
Juliet, sir, is ray favourite part, and, supported by a toler- 
able Romeo, I have played it to a fountain •f tears 1 

Bus, That must have been refreshing — ^kept the house so 
cool! 

Mrs, G, Yes, sir, there was not a dry eye in the theatre 
— not even the constables ! 

Bus, Well, I've a Romeo in my eye for you — yonder he 
stands. [Pointing to ff^ng, who is fencing at the watt, at the 

hack fif the stage, K.] 

Mrs, G. [Aside.'} What a figure of fun ! 

[Slieputs her hat on the table. 
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Buf, I must introduce you to each other — Mrs. Ooberil, 
Kive me leave to present — [fVing cornea forward^ r.] — Mr. 
Wing to yoa. [She shrieks. • fFing starts, and e,vit R. d /a 
** Stranger" Act 4. Scene last, and is pulled back by the 
skirts of his coat, by Bustle,"] Very well ! bravo ! a very 
natural tragedy outcry I 

fFing. [Aside, r.] By all that's uneasy f 'tis my ran* 
away wife 1 

Mrs, W. [Aside, L.] The figure of fun is my forlorn 
husband — he is as wretched and ragged as ever — J mustn't 
know him. 

^ng. [Aside,] If she won't discover the acquaintancCy 
curse me if i do. 

Bus. (o.) Now, madam, and sir, we will have a speci* 
men of your mutual abilities — ^be kind enough to go 
through part of a scene — I shall then be able to judge. 
Come, the garden — now, Romeo, begin 

fFing. [Coiifused,} Sir — I — I am very unfit— I cannot 
at present 

Bus. Psha! nonsense. 

fying> [Apart.] How embarrassing — the fact is, Mr. 
Bustle, I — scalded my throat with your hot tea. 

Btts, Why, you seem determined to throw cold water on 
it. Now, ma'am, please to begin at the part in the garden. 
[Takes out a booff.] Your cue is — <' shall I speak to this ?" 

[i» character. 

Mrs* fV. " *Tis but thy name that is my enemy ! 

What's in a name ? That which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell as sweet." 

Bus. Beg pardon for stopping — ^bat I think you are a 
little too affected. 

Mrs. IV. It is very pathetic, and I ought to be affected, 
you know. 

Bus. Yes, ma'am, but you mince the words to atoms — 
now observe me— distinct — ^** Romeo ! quit thy name" — 
sonorous, yet tender, you see. 

Mrs. IV. No, I don't see — but I hear. 

** Romeo, quit thy name. 
And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself." 

[AMe^ The dirty sinner I I would give five pounds to be 
rid of him. 

Wing, (c.) *• I take thee at thy word— 
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Call me but love, I will forswear my namc> 
And never mui*e be Romeo*" 
Mrs, fT,*^ If they do see thee, they will murder thee ! 
ff^ing. . " Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye 

{Aside. Spitt&re !] 
Than twenty of iJieir swordsh-look thou but 

sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity." 

J^US' (c.) Bravo ! bravo ! this will do admirably ! A 
little too much of the familiar, but that is the new school, 
so let it pass — consider yourselves both engaged. O 1 how 
the fashionable dramatists will be delighted — I expect some 
of them presently — . 

Mrs: JV, ^^ I would i)ot for the world they saw thee here : 
By whose directioD found'st thou out this 
place ?" 

fVing. [Apart*} Yes, I wonder what unlucky devil 
brought me here. 

Bus. If you two do not astonish them, I shall be sur- 
prised ; perhaps, ma'am, you would like to refresh yourself. 
ff^ng. 1 should like to have something-T-l have bad no- 
thing yet. 

Bus. Yes, you have had some tea. 
ff^ing. Yes, but nothing to eat. 

Bus. That room — now come, one more touch of the . 
tender, at parting — look lovingly at. each other, — friend 
Wing, — " I would I were thy bird." 

fTmg, {IVirowing himsel/kUo an attUude.] ** I would I 
were ^y bird." — 

'ilfr*. fFing. [Half aside.'] If you were, I'd wring your 

neck off ! [EMt into a rootn^ l. door injkil. 

Wing, (r.) There's a touch of the tender. Mr. Bustle, 

the sight of that woman has thrown me into an irritation — 

I must be gone. 

Bus. (l.) Eh ! go — what is tlie matter ? 

JVing. Your Juliet is — my wife 1 

Bus. The devil ! 
fFiiig, TTie devil, indeed. 

Bus. Psha! don't run, man — do not fret about her re- 
appeai-ance— <iepend upon't, she has a more substantial pro- 
tector thau you could be* I beard something about a Ma- 
nager I mum ! ha I ha ! — the very cut of your coat is a 
safeguard to you. f 
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Hlng. Ifjooking at his ctoihes."] I don't know whether It 
is a safe-g[uard, but it strikes me to be very blackguard. 

Bus. Do not despond ! tho' *' thou art a fellow almost 
damu'd in a fair wife." To change the subject, I am in 
iuomentat7 expectation of Mr. Berry, another performer, 
the gentleman who is to do the heary business. — Do you 
sing ? 

fHtig. Yes — I have introduced *' Together let us range 
thefieldsy* in Young Meadows, before now. 
' Bus* [Goes to the table, c] Well then, here*s an original 
soDg for you to study — it was written and composed by one 
of our Amateurs — ^lie will be here in half an hour, and I 
should like you to sing to him — he is a cursed tenacious old 
fellow tho' — so be perfect 

• fnng. [Hums the tuneJ] I have heard that air before. 
Ah 1 it is by one of the Amateur Composers, and that ac- 
counts for it ru go to my -room, and — [Sings. 
** When Cupid was made first lord of the heart." 

[Ejnt fHiig, singing, r. d. f. 

Bus. Ah ! that will do for tlie present. Let me see, 
what properties do we still want — [Takes out a paper,] — 
** List, list, oh listV*^[Read8.] */A brace of pistols, and a 
snow-storm,^* — ** Hanequin*s wcmd," and " a tinder-box," 
— ** a diamond ring," and ** ared cow for John BuU,"'^ 
** a pair of russet shoes," and ** two of Footers pieces "^^ 
Well! of all the vai'ieties, a private play is the most 
amusing. 

SONG — Bustle. 

The rehearsal is call'd, the Performers 'are met, 

And parts are distributed — what a gay set ! 

Here's Romeo, here Richard, and-fiuckingham, cousins. 

Here Hamlet, and Hotspur, and Henrys by dozens ! 

'Here Tragedy, Comedy, Farce, Pantomimes, 
X With Operas, Interludes, Epilogues, Rhymes ! 

'Midst this Tyro-Dramatic profusion. 
Safe hous'd from the wind and the weather. 

Such a scene of confounded confusion. 
Lords and Lampmen are jostled together. 

We want Lady Tearie, 
Peuruddock and Weazle ! 
Oh, V\\ play Othello, 
I'll do it so well O ! 
Mr. Crop is a Brutus 
1 think will quite suit us. 
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Silence! oh! silence! 
I hear you a mile hence ! 

Study RonieOy Second Dromio, Corps de Ballet, Lying 

Valet. 
Admit no Orders, Lower borders. Do the Fops, Take np 

drops. 
Alarms without, Jerry Grout, Tinumr Tartar, Real Water ! 
Chorus sing, O. P. Wing, Ring in Band, Masic Grand — 

' No pay, we play, so gay, all day — 

Curse the expense, chace care away ! 

Let Hastings make haste, as Jane Shore has just landed. 
And by my Lord Sands, from her carriage is handed. 
Refreshments send round^take some coffee to Lear — 
Bring great Alexander a glass of small beer ! 
But where is Queen Katb'rine-- has Cromwell yet sought 

her ? 
She*s gone to fetch Wolsey some warm rum and water ! 

And. nobility quickly creating, v 

A Count is transform'd from a Cook ! 

The Lacqueys are made Lords in waiting. 
By a mark in the Prompter's red hook I 

I let me play Ranger — 
You're cast for the Stranger ; 
And here is a RoUa 

Will beat 'em all hollow. 
Here Mertons and Mingles, 
And (me for Three Singles — 
Silence ! oh ! silence ! 

1 hear you a mile hence ! 

Who plays Hector ? Castle Spectre, Dick and Brass, Light 
up Gas, 

Famous Rover, Farce is over — Give the word — Act tlie 
Third— 

Embroider'd coats, Play Wild Oats — Exits crosses. Basket- 
horses, 

Father Paul, is too small—- Success is certain — Drop the 
curtain. 

No pay, we play, so gay, all day— 

Curse the expense, ehase caie away ! \Ex\t, r. 

i 

END OF ACT THk FIRST. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1,—Same as before,^ 

Bustle's Lodgings — Table, Chairs, Crash, Sfc- Sfc. Large 
Grating leith chain and padlock to it, be/ore R. s. e. ^ 

Enter Geoff ry, l. 

Geo. (c.) Lauk ! how they hurries me about ! >-That naoty 
iW-natered old landlady has lock'd up the pautry» aud I am 
as hungry as a grunter — ^There's a short dinner again to- 
day : O Lord ! I am sure I shall come off but poorly, 'cause 
I took such a werp little beef-steak-pye to the bake-house 
-^It is astoniihing, what a small sight of wittles I do con- 
trive to persist on !— They say, a song lightens labour, and 
makes merry a sad heart— I'll sing one I heard once. 

AIR.--<?eQ^;y, 

One morn, whilst I was brewing, . 
My thoughts each thought pursuing. 
First malt and hops, next Molly Popps : 
Thinks I, I'll go a wooing ! 

Oh yes I will ! indeed I will ! tol de rol, &c. 

Chance in my brew-house brought her — 
" Dame Pop|Mi, I love your daughter. 
And feel inclin'd to tell my mind. 
And cut my longing shorter !" 
Oh yes I do ! indeed I do ! tol de rol, &c. 

My Molly dear now came in, 
Whilst love my heart inflaming — 
Her mother siud, *' the lad's afraid 
His passion you'll be blaming." 

Oh yes he is ! he really is ! tol de rol, &c. ' 

Cried Moll, '* Vou stupid rash cub, 
Think I'd marry such a scrub ? 
Your hopes desist" — so with her fist 
She sous'd me iu the mash-tub ! 

O yes she did I she really did ! tol de rol, &c. 

[A loud knocking trithout, at l. d. 

Enter Bustle hastily, r. * 

Bus. (c.) ** Open locks, whoever knocks" — Geoffry, 
why the devil don't you fly to the door ? 
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Geo, Fly, Sir! — Pm tir'd — flyi indeed ! — If this fag goes 
Oil, I shall die! — then, mayhap, I may \>QVicberryhum^ like- 
theni there on the tomb-stones— then I'll fly ! — 

[Going very slowly, 

Bm. Oh ! Oh ! your sentimentals — go and open the 
door, there's a goal lad — 1 expect several people. 

Geo. ril go, Sir, as you speak sweet humouredly ; but 
I don't know what you means by my regimentals, 

[Exit leisurely i l. 

Bus. That's a charity boy 1 but curse roe, if it would 
not be a charity for any body to thrOw him into a well, or 
tie him to the sails of a wind-mil) ! — Hollo ! [Looking out.] 
Mr. Dulcet and Miss Mary Hardacre I What can bring 
them here together ? — ^An elopement ! — mum, they enter. 

Enter Dulcet and Mary, l. 

Dul. (c.) Ha ! Bustle, my hero ! my'' dramatic chroni- 
cle, how are you ? — give me leave to introduce you, my 
dear, to a perambulating Play-bill ! 

Bus. (r.) Miss Hardacrc, I am proud of the present 
honor. / 

Dul, Not a word of this young lady's first appearance 
here*— Bustle, I can trust you — we were eai-ly friends — 
you know my sentiments : 

[Sings.] **■ Give me but this, I ask no more 

** Than my stveetgir), my friend, and pitcher." 

Bus,' Why, ha ! ha ! we are all here, except the pitcher ! 

Dut. Miss Hardacre's^guardian and herself did not agree. 
— You are acquainted with him ? 

Bus. Never had the pleasure of seeing the gentleman. 

Dul, Never saw him ? —Oh, he is a captious country 
magistrate — ^knows as much of the world as an Otaheitean 
infant — Don't think he was ever inside of a theati'e in his 
life. 

Miss Hard, (l.) That I am sure he never was. 

Bus. Never in a theatre ? — Poor man, I pity him ! 

Dul, Well, how goes on business— have you' sent to 
town ? My noble relative, the patron of private theatri- 
cals, anxious to bring forward our performances as perfect 
as possible, desired you to engage some professionar per- 
sons to assist. 

Bus. The principal tragedy lady has arrived,. Mrs. Mary 
Goneril— (a namesake of your's. Miss) an exquisite actress 
—fine eyes — good teeth —well-shaped leg — 
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Did* Ha ! ha ! bravo — 

pu9» Then there'd Mr. Wing — he is a provincial ;— a 
barn -door fowl — he has idso arrived, and will be useful^ 

DiU. There's another actor, too, for the heavy parts ? 

Bus, For the serious business, I have written to a Mr. 
Berry — au elderly man — he is in the nej^hbourhood, but I 
have not yet seen him — [Crosses to l.] but excuse me ; I 
am very busy, for, you must know, my /^rutp^r^y- man died 
intestate last week, and 1 am obliged to look after his con- 
cerns — going now to the umbrella shop, to buy three 
pounds of swan-shot and a gross of tenter-hooks, to make 
a shower of rain — therefore, good bye — [Sings J\ ** The 
word" — 

Dul. "Goodnight!** 

Both, " Airs well !" [Exit Bustle, t. 

DuL Ha ! ha ! that* s a notable fellow — ^but, my dearest 
Mary, you are serious ! [Takes her hand. 

Mai-y. It is the consideration that I have been guilty of 
an act of folly. 

Dul, Nay, a very trifle; — why should an ignorant and 
morose guardiaa prevent your pleasure ? 
' Mary* (r. c.) With all his oddity, he is a simple, good- 
hearted man— I will not much longer tease you wiUi my 
coyness. 

DuW (l. c.) Psha! — My relatives will bO' rejoiced to re- 
ceive you— you shall take a part in our projected play ; and, 
when we appear on the sts^e, the whole audience will 
exclaim 

[5f«^*.] " Ah, sure a pair was never seen," &c. &e. 

Mary, O, I should be dreadfully alarmed! Ah, but you 
have a method of softening error by levity — Had we not 
better proceed to the hall ? It is hardly correct, that ( 
should yet be seen in a strange place with you. 

Dul, [Sings^l "In truth, lovely tear, 
" It strange doth appear, 
" That we should be both here together." 

JI/uwy.^Nay, come — 

Dul. I obey, and will shortly prove 

[Sings,\ ** How much, dear maid, I love thee." 

[Exeunt f singingy R. 

Re-enter BiJBTLE,folhwed by WiNo, u 

Bus* (r. c.) I tell you I am very angry — confounded 
asses I unless one has an eye to every thing t 
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fFmg. (l. c.) Have patience ! 

Bus. Patience ; exemplify the word ! — Patience ! take 
a rod in your hand, and go a Ashing — there's patience ! or 
take a rod^ in your hand, and keep a school — there's pati- 
ence I but*a manager ! alack, he is broiling on a red-hot 
gridiron from morning till night 

fFing, Poor fellow ! and so he is indeed ! especially if 
he happens to be an author too ; for what with the audi- 
ence before the cuitain, and the actors behind — with some* 
times a morning dose of critical severity in the newspapers, 
be may think himself well off, if, having perchance escaped 
the King's Bench, he does not end his uneasy days in Bed- 
lam. But what's the particular matter just now ? 

Bus. Matter ! — a matter of magnitude I Would you be- 
lieve' it ? A stupid rascal of a tailor h^ been stuffing King 
Richard's hump with hay instead of horse-hair ! 

Tying. Fie ! Mr. Bustle, keep your temper— don't set 
your back up, about a hump — when a roan gets into a 
passion he's apt to lose his temper ; and a manager with- 
out temper is like a tragedy actor without talent, — sure to 
get laugh 'd at by the company. 

Bus. (c.) $uch arrant stupidity ! When 1 was younger, I 
undertook every department in a Theatre, and never failed 
— videlicet^ '^ Stuck bills, kept box-book, white-washed Pit 
entrance, counted checks, scower'd gallery stairs, lit lamps, 
asiristedin iirst music, dressed Prince Edward and theDuke* 
of York, kept places, spoke occasional address, prompted 
play, then on for Buskin in the Farce — [Bustle here imitates 
the best imitator in the world. ' 

fVing. Ha! ha I you're an excellent mimic> Mr. Bustle. 

Bus. Are you perfect in your song ? 

fVing. Perfect ! uiy modesty forbids reply — but I have 
it pretty nearly — 

[SingsJ\ *' When Cupid was made first lord of the heart** 

Bus. Ah ! that will do — wait till the composer comes, 
and be sure you sing it to him, for his good opinion is 
worth having, [fVing eait 'tinging, r. 

Geo. [ff^ithoui, l.] Take care how you tnrns your old 
body up the crooked stairs. 

Bus. Who have we here ?— -my other actor, I $:nppose. 

Enter Geoffry, introducing Elderberry, u 

Geo. There, that be Muster Bustle. [Hait, u 

Eld. (l.) My goodntes ! Phew ! what a waddle have i 

c 2 . 
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had after this angrateful girl. — I have tolerable informa- 
tion, though, that she came into this house. [Apart » 

Bus, (r.) My old actor is commencing with a soliloquy 
— Servant, Sir. 
- £ld. Servant, Sir — ^your name, I understand, fs Bustle } 

Bus, Yes, I expected you — 

Eid, O, then you know the affair I come about — serious 
business ! Mr. Bustle. 

Bus. Ves — the serious business — ^you are willing to under- 
take it ? . 

Eld, Sir I I have undertaken it 

Bus, (r.) Ready enough, however — Your name, Sir, is 
Ben7 ? 

Eld. £lderberry ! 

Bus, O, the elder Berry — how is your son. Sir ? 

Eld, Sir ? — I n«ver had a son. Sir. 

Bus, A nephew, perhaps, or a younger brother — ^beg 
pardon — but where have you principally acted ? 

Eld. Sir? 

Bus, I mean, where have you been ? 

Eld, [^pari,] Strange felUw, this ; I fancy I have been 
principally in this neighbourhood, and ha\'e done a. deal of 
business. 

Bus, llie very person J want*-yet I don't recollect you 
— ^had you your own name in the bills ? 

Eld, 'J'o be sure, why do you ask ? and 1 flatter myself 
in some pretty large bills too. 

Bus, He must mean the potters, only he does not know 
how to express himself. 

Eld, Now, Sir, to business — 

Bus, With pleasure. 

• Eld, No, I never let pleasure interfere with business. — 
You'are awaie, Sir, that Miss Mary Hardacre has arrived 
privately at your lodgings. 

Bus, [Apart. "] What can that lie to him ? — Yes. 

Eld. Accompanied, as 1 have been informed, by Mr. 
Dulcet? 

B\u, [Aside,'] Oh ! I see, he is one of us — O, I had better 
tell him — I say. Berry — 

Eld, [Surprised,^ Berry! 

Bus, ril let you into a secret, as you are now a party 
concerned — Ha ! ha ! they have set off together from a 
plaguy old leather-headed guardian. 

Eld, [Aside] leather-headed ? — My goodness ! 

Bus, And, ha ! ha ! he means to play with her to-mor- 
row night. 
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Eld, Dash it !— The devil he does ? 

Bm, Come, it is time now to ask for a specimen of your 
abilities that way. 

Eld, I, Sir ! Sir, I always abhorred the character of a se- 
ducer. 

Bus. [Apart,"] A humourist, I perceive! Ah, I under - 
stand, not accustomed to the lovers' parts — Ha ! ha ! What 
d'ye think of Justice Woodcock ? 

Eld, I have not the pleasure to know him — [Apart.'] 
Dash his impudence ! 

Bus* What a very fine low- comedy mug you have ! 

Eld, This fellow is laughing at me! I'll astonish him a 
little — ^he spoke of some Justice — I'll let him know I am 
one — [ToBustle,] — I perhaps, Sir, have filled a Magistrate's 
chair, myself. 

Bus, Don't doubt that, if you sat in it — ^had him there — 
[Apart,] O, the quiz means, he has played Sir Simon Roch- 
dale in John Bull — I say, old Berry. — 

Eld. Old Berry? 

Bus. We are going to get up John Bull ! 

Eld. My goodness \ what docs he mean by getting up 
John Bull ? — He will not understand. me-^Sir, i think I 
have a document in my pocket-book which will prove — 

[Takes out hispacket'book—^Bustle snatches it. 

Bus. Now Act 5th, Scene 2ud — now for a touch of ho- 
nest Job Thornberry. — You are Sir Simon. 

Eld, No, I'll be d— u'd if I am-odd's bobs ! 

Bus, Come, no notisense ! We'll suppose this ** Burn's 
Justice" — you say, " H»w^ dare pou take up that book." 

Eld, [Enraged] How dare you tiake up that book ?— 

Bus. [Imitaiing,] '* Because you laid it down" -^Br&yo ! 
you are admirable as a testy old man — very well indeed ! I 
think this will be a hit 

Eld. [Clenching his fisf] A hit, yes, dash it, I think it 
will presently— impudent scoundrel — I— 

Bus. Stop — now don't gag too much— my dear Berry : 
put your venerable arms down for the present — you've 
come to the right place. • 

Eld. [Apart,] O, then perhaps she is here, after all. 

Bus. By way of compensation, Mr. Dulcet will make 
yoh a handsome remuneration. 

Eld, Sir, I— 

Bus. Five guineas in your pocket will set all straight. 

Eld. Which of us two are out of our senses ? 

Bus. My dear Berry — 

c3 
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Eld. My name is not Berry, but Elderberry. 

Bus, Well then, Berry Senior, if you will liave it co- 
sit down for five minutes — nay, I insist — [Hushes him into 
a chairJ]^ You shall have the money the moment the busi- 
ness is concluded — I am going to Mr. Dulcet about it now 
— excuse me ; and, as Daniel Dowlas says, Til be back in 
the '' twinkling of a bed-post*" [Ejpit Bustle, hcutUy, r. 

Eld. My goodness ! the strangest personage 1 ever met 
in my life-— I'd give a halfpenny, to comprehend the head 
and tail of all this ! 

Mrs. Wing recites within, u d. in flat. 

*' And madly play with my forefather's joints, 
<' And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud, 
'* And in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 
"As with a club---^ash out my desperate brains." 

Eld. Dash it ! what's that ? " madly,"— brains— fore- 
fathers ! — bones and^'in^j /—My goodness ! hollo, there ! — 
hollo !— 

Enter Geoffry, l. 

— Pray, my boy, my man, I mean^ do you belong to this 
house? 

Geo* (l. c.) Ves ; and trouble, enough I have in it. 

Eld, An*t the inhabitants very funny sort of folks ? * 

Geo, Funny ! — To my thinking, they be all mad i 

Eld, (r. c.) Mad ! I thought so, I thought so. [Alarm" 
«f.] lliis then is a receptacle for lunatics— a pretty place 
for my Mary !— I suppose you look after them. 

[Tliey stand face to face, looking at each other, c. 

Geo, If I didn't look arter them, they would look arter 
me. 

Eld. My goodness ! — what a job ! To keep the houSe 
even in tolerable order, I presume you are obliged to use 
coercion. 

Geo, Missus will have it kept in order, so we uses soft 
soap. 

Eld. [Aside,} A technical term for a good lathering^- a 
pretty place for my Mary. I say, my boy, my man I mean, 
go down and ask itip Governor 

Geo, I don't know what you means — I'll send Missus.- 

Eld. Fiddlestick's end ! 

Geo, Fiddlestick's what ? ' 

Eld, Go down and ask your Mistress, then, whether the 
lady who came an hour ago is still here. 
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Geo, O— yes — I'll go and ax— ^wtim* cracks^ if he isn't 
gotnj^ to give me as much trouble as any of the others, after 
all. [Exit Geoffry^ thwlp, l. 

Eld. Mad ! [Goei to the tdbie on which are the stage pro- 
perties ^ takes up 9hains,'\ What have we here ?— Fetters ! 
— poor devils ! A whip ! [Takes it up.] Cut and come 
again ! [Looking at the iron grating, R. s. e.] What dreadful 
engine's that ?— And here's a padlock, as large as a warm- 
ing-pan! — dear, dear! and that must be [Looking at the 
crashJ] — that, though I never saw one — that must be a strait 
waistcoat. [Comes to front of stage] Dash it, though, if these 
people run about wild here, it is dangerous. But poor 
Mary is in this house, and perhaps docs not know what a 
place it is. I hope 1 shall not meet any of these gentry ; if 
1 don't go away, I shall certainly swound away ! 

Enter Wing, with a sheet of Music, R. ; tie crosses to l. 

Dash it— here's one of 'em. [Keeps a little up stage, l. 
Hlng. [Apart,] O, here's the Composer, I dare say — I 
perceive he has marks of genius in his face, and music iu 
his soul ! 

Re'eater Geoffry, l. crosses behind to apeak to Elderberry, 

Geo, The lady that came an hour ago is still in the house. 

[Pointing to Mrs. fling's room. 

IVing. [Apart to Oeoffry.] Geoffry, do you know wlj^- 
ther that is a musical gentleman ? 

Geo, Ma^ be so— he said summut about a /iddleslick jmt 
now. [E^t Geoffry, l, 

fVing, O, it must be the composer of my song. 

[ Turns up the stage and sits, l. 

Eld, Tliat fellow looks out of his wits, and has stuck 
himself just before her door — ^here's a pretty scrape I 

Wiftg. [Aside,] Scrape, oh yes, it is the composer. — Sir, 
I beg your pardon — a little thing here — Sir, Twish to crave 
your assistance, as it is my earnest wish to escape-vnXliovLt 
censure. 

Eld, [Crosses to R.] Escape — eh ! 

fFing, And if you would give me an idea of these bars — 

Eld. Bars ! 

fVing. As I feel rather confined. [Advances on Eld. u. 
. Eld, It is as I suspected — ^keep off, I'll have uothing to 
do with you. 

ff^ing. Sir, allow me to request— 

Eld. Stand off ! [Flourishing his tick, $ driving W%ng to u 

fVing, Why, pray, sir, are you not a composer } 
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Eld. (r.) Compose yourself. * 
^ fVing. Impossible — I cannot^but I must insist upon 
singiug this song to you— if I am incorrect, you can check me. 

Eld, [Ande."] Sing !— Well he can't sing and bite at the 
same time, so I roust listen to his lunatic screeching ! — Sir, 
] attend to you.. 

fFing, I have to beg your indulgence— for siuging before 
such a musical genius has thrown me quite in a twitter. 

Eld. [Apart.] Poor devil ! 

When Cupid was made^r*/ lord of the heart, 
A place which he held o'er us mortals below. 
With tyrannical rod of hard iron— a dart. 
He rul'd, and 'twas no sinecure, we all know. 
ITie sly little Minister's wit was well train'd, 
Th»' Caution oppotd every motion he brought, " 
Yet Cupid the best of the argument gain'd. 
And so many Ayes for him, made the Noes nought 

QUINTETTO.~//^w^, Bustle, Elderberry, Mary, 8^; Dulcet. 
Eld, A very good song. 

Enter Bustle, l. 
Bus, And very well sung. 

*' Enter Dulcet and Mary, r. 

Dul, and Mary, Now let us depai't. 

Eld. Hey? 

Bus. [To Dul, and Mary,] Hush ! hbld your tongue ! 

fVing, " When Cupid was first made lord of the heart." 

Eld. Stop the song — there's enough — 

Dul. and Mary, How shall we depart ? • 

Bus, Now must I contrive to get them safe out, 

For, zounds ! it's the guaidian 1—0, here'll be a 
rout ! 
fTing, ** But Cupid the best of the argument gain'd." 
Eld. Curse the song-^ 
Bus, Let me see, can disguise be obtained, 
Mary, How plaguing! we're caught? 
Dul. O what a surprise ! 

[Bustle, taking tq) two cloaks off chair on l* 
Bus. I must endeavour to throw this disguise ! 

[Bustle throws two cloaks, which hang on one of the 
chairs, to Dulcet^ and motions to H^mg again, to em- 
ploy the attention of Elderberry.] 
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fFmg, << When Capidf Was made first lord of the heart" 
Eld. Curse that song— ^there's enough* [Crosaei to u 

[Dulcet and Mary have disgmsed themselves.} 

Dul. and Mary. Now let us depart. 

Eld. [Seeing them.] Hey ! hey ! what are these ? Why 
not keep e'm in bed ? 

Bus. This couple, good sir, very shortly will wed— 

Eld, Poor creatures ! poor wretches ! O let 'em depart* 

Bus. Fly quickly to church» and be of good heart 

Dul. and Mary. Blind guardian, so easy to let us depart. 

fHng. ** When Cupid was made first lord of the heart." 

Chorus. All away — fal lal la ! 

Eld. Lack! a day ! 

[Exeunt Dulcet y Mary, and Bustle l. and Wing to his 
• room, R. D. F.] 

Eld, (c.) Well, thank heaven, they're gone — a pretty 
situation I am thrown into — I declare, the only rational 
creter in the house is that charity'boy-iooHng'man ;-^9ind 
luckily he is here. 

Enter Geoffry, l. 

— Well, Sir, have yon inquired after the lady that you've 
got in one of your plaguy coops ? 

Geo. (l.) Coops ! — ^The lady that came an hour ago is 
still here — ^in that there room. [^c^'^V* *^ 

Eld. (b.) Stay, don't be off yet — wait here a few minutes* 

Geo. Bless you, I got a hunk of bread and butter below, 
that I conldn't leave for all the world. [Exit slowly, u 

Eld. Well, it is of no use dilly-dallying here — I must 
get her out — [Goes to Mrs. fVin^s door, R. ij. f.] Mary ! 
Mary ! I say—Mai7 I 

[fFing peeps in from his room^ r. d. f. 

fflng, Mary ! ** That well-known name awakens all my 
woe." 

Eld. My dear Mary, it is I, your ohi protector. 

fFing, Her old protector I an old rogue !— then he can- 
not be the composer. [Aside.] 

Eld. Mary, I have followed you hither : — ^I forgive your 
running away, though you did not like my mauageraent 

fFing. Management! O then, it is the manager come 
from town after her. I'll have it out with him ! 

[fVing takes from table a large stick, and stands behind 
Elderberry, in a threatening. aititude.'] 

Eld. I'll pardon your cruel elopement — cometo the arms 
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of one who always had an affectiOD for yon — She don't 
seem to hear me^Mary! I aaf^^lSeeing fVing.l — 
Zottuds i^again here ! — Why do you stay fixing your luna- 
tic eyes upon me ? 

Wing. My lunatic eyes ! — What does he mean ? A plea- 
sant rencontre — So, this is one of the embellishers of my 
unhappy forehead 1 

Eld, His unhappy forehead ! 

fVing* I'll have it out with him, though — Sir, you seem 
to be acquainted with the lady in that room ? 

Eld. (L.) I ought — she lived with me some time. 

fVh^. (l. c.) [Apart,"] Lived with him ! I was correct, 
— I \ivish 1 could say as much for her,— who would have 
thought such a punchey old fellow could have been a liber- 
tine ? — Vou, sir, are not the only person she has lived with ! 

Eld, This poor wretch's memoraurdum-book is in a sad 
state — [touching his head] — perhaps it will be as well to 
occupy his mind a little [In a tone of compeusum\^-\ say, 
go in, and make yourself a straw pair of boots ! — 

Wing, What the devil does he mean by a straw pair of 
boots ? — Harkye, you hoary-headcd sinner ! 

Eld, {A8ide,\ I don't half like his looks !— They say, if 
you intimidate these crack-pat^d chaps, you are safe— 1*11 
try and frighten him at once — rH make him believe I belong 
lo the house ! — 

fFing, [Advancing.'] You assert. Sir, that the lady lived 
with you some time ? 

Eld. My friend, take care what youar« after, — I am one 
of the keepers — 

fring. I know it— [Crosses to r. 

Eld, O, then I'm safe I [Apart.] 

fVing. (c.) But this is ratlier too bad to one's face — Arc 
you awai*e, you vile seducer, tliat the female in that room 
is my wife ? 

Eld. Mary, his wife ! 

Wing. Yes, Mary, my wife! — she that eloped — Have 
you no dread of a suit for ertfn. con.^ old gentleman ? 

Eld, [ApaH,] ril stretch a point, and terrify him at 
once — [Crosses to c. and points deliberately to crash,]— -Do 
you see that strait waistcoat ? On it goes— 

Wing* I've found it out— he's as drunk as a piper ! — 

[Mrs. Wing within, L. D. F. 

— ** Oh ! thou curst Friar— patience ? 

** Talk'st thou of imtience to a wretch like me ?*' 
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Enter Mrs.Wino, rehearsing , from l. d^ f. ; comet dawn the 
stage quickly f to Elderberry, and lays hold of him on hit 'l. 

Mrt. fF. (l.) << Here he is still, and I will bold him fast, 
" They shall not tear hiiu from me." 
— ^bless me, sir — humbly beg pardon, but I took you for 
the manager — [Curtesiet, and exit, l. d. f. 

Eld. Dash it, you tiger cat, I don't care what you took 
me for-r-you have torn my best frill — 

fflng. IPutt on the helmet, and fencet tcithfoUJ] Asto- 
nishing ! [.i4pproacMng, bowing.^—Sir--^ 

Eld- Well, you deranged lunatic ? 

fTing, I humbly beg pardon, but I took you for the ma- 
nager — [^Bows and retiree, k* 

Eld, Curse me, if I shall not be as mad as any of the 
Qquad I 

Enter Berry, l. 

Ber, (l. c.) Sir, I come in consequence of a letter f re- 
ceived from you, respecting an engagement. . 

Eld, Don't bother me — I know nothing about it. 
, Ber, Beg pardon, sir, but 1 took you for the manager.— 

[Bowty and exit, l. 
. Eld, Fire and confu3iou ! Bedlam's broke loose ! — I 
know what I'll do — I'll give the next person who speaks 
to me something for his trouble— 

[TuclUng up his ctifft, at if going to fight. 

Enter GEorrtiY , l. 

Geo, O ! please. Sir, there's a lot of folks below axin^ 
for — are you a manager, Sir, 

Eld, ^Giving him a slap.'] I can manage to give you that, 
on your old-fashioned charity chops — 

A^ng, (R.J [Aside,] Ha! ha !• Manager's 6o<r/ 

Geo, O cnmiuy !— Why don't you strike one of your own 
size — ' ' [Cries, 

Enter Bustle, l. 

Bus, Ha ! ha ! hey,.old Berry — still here — behold your 
manager! [Crosses to Elderberry, 

Eld, (R.) Sir — ^to be serious— if you are the master of 
this asylum, pray be kind enough to endeavour, by a little 
good example on your own part, to drive one griun of 
sense into the heads of every person present 

Bus, Fie 1 Berry Senior, you are so satirical — but hold, 
I ftee two 'members of your family approaching, and I must 
refer you to them for an explanation* 
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EUL My family ? [Crottes to meet Mary.'] 
Enter Mary and Dulcet, l. 

— Oh ! my dear, dear Mary— [^iwdracfw^.] You naugfity 
puss ! — od 'rat it, how glad I am to see you again. Why 
did you leave your old friend— and — my goodness '.—who 
the devil is that there^ youog chap that" s ticklnig the tips 
of your fingers ? 

DuU (l. c.)[Bomng.'] Mr. Elderberry, allow me to inform 
yoa, that, for the last ten minutes, I have had the honour to 
he this lady's husband. 

EUi* My goodness ! 

Du/. No, Sir, it is my goodnen — I wish, hereafter to 
prove — and my dear Mary — 

Bm, (r. c.) Come, come, it is all made up — let us pre- 
pare for our Theatricals with alacrity — should they be for- 
tunate enough to please our patrons, Mr. Wing will ne'er 
again complain of famine or other inconveniences, as Mrs. ^ 
W., his cara sposa, is about to coach it to town for a long 
engagement. 

And novr, may we hope that there will be found present, 
numerous Amateurs of our Actors. 

FINALE. 

** Hark ! the bouny Christchurch BOU:* 

Ladies and Gents, our Farce is o'er, pray give us your ap- 
plause, 
'Twould sound so sweet, so wond'rous sweet, 
And send us ]^ome so merrily. 

Say, shall we all your favour gain. 

To-morrow to repeat this strain ? 
Come, comci come, come, come, come,, and sit 
\\\ the Boxes, Gallery, or Pit. 

Di!igle, diugle, dingle goes the prompter's bell. 

To say our Farce is o'er — 
But the de'ii a man be happy can, 

Unless you cry encore I 
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REMARKS. 



Hi 

c^ 

1° "INKLS AND Yarico'* Is boTTOwed fnMn the weU-known tale in the 

first volume of ** The Spectator." It exhibits a picture of that heartless 

^ cupidity which too often chanurterises the sons of commeice, who care 

little for human liberty or happiness, if they chance to obstruct them in 

thehr eager pursuit of wealth. Inkle is one of those worthies, whOi liav- 

ing received his education upon 'Change, has just wit enough to acooia- 

' plish his purpose, and tolmow that he is doing wrong ; but lie has nei- 

, ther the virtue, nor the courage, to resist the temptation of worldly gain. 

His penitence is not the result of principle— he b caught in his own trap 

—and therefore, to redeem his credit with the better part of manlUnd, 

he makes a virtue otneceaity s and abjures vice, because it no longer 

\ answers his purpose to be vicious. • 

\ p Upon this slight foundation, has Mr. Colman constructed a very 

amusing Opera— The hero and heroine were ready formed to his hand; 

but the remaining characters are entirely his own, and they do great 

credit to his head and heart. Sir Christopher is one of those pleasing 

. portraits of human nature, that we delight to contemplate; more 

especially, as his virtues acquire additional lustre from his situiation in 

life. If the humanity of a goaler could merit the eloquent eulogiimi of 

Johnson, what meed of praise shall we assign to it, in the G<memor qf 

a alave island, familiarised with the sufferings of the most d^^raded, 

and, consequently, with the most unhappy of mankind ? Let .us hope 

that this portrait is not merely idea/. I^ us hope, that while »ome 

are trampling^ upon the sacred rights of justice and liberty, and gorging 

their bloated ambition with the blood and bones of their fellow men, 

that other* are exerting their power and influence to mitigate the suf- 

. ferings they cannot suppress. We drink not (ae Johnson once did) to 

the next rebellion am<nig the slaves ; but we drink— 'yea, and heartily— 

to their speedy restoration to the rights and immunities that belong to 

every member of the human family. 

Trudge Is a delightful fiellow 1 Idnd-hearted and facetious; count- 
ing-house immorality has not corrupted him 1 He is the very prince 
of Cit^-clerke, from Temple-bar to Aldgate ! We can sympathise with 
him, rudely transplanted from his snug little dressing-room, bdiind 
I the office, in Threadneedle-Street, to the wilds of America ! Every 
thing has degenerated shice Mr. Trudgens first appearance in public 
'' life. Clerks are no longer the precise, prim, povrd(ered personages of 
olden thne; with three-cornered hats, and knee-breeches— Wellingtons 
— ^villainous W ellingtons have been the spoil of 'on. We have become 
a warlike people— i^Itness the black stocks, and military sourtouts that 
•urpriae us at every turn I We have a numerous standing aimy behind 

A3 
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every counter in the MetiopoUi. Let the poUtkal eoooomisto look to ft. 
For oundves, we behold, inlthb military mania, tometlMng that fore^ 
bodes a eountor-xevolutkm I 

Trudge i* a delightftil tdtow I . Wehardly kmm which are the most 
comical, his apprehensions of being eaten up alive, or his amorous les- 
sons to little WMotki. Of the eflbct produced by Edwfa) in the character, 
those who remember his performance speak in raptures. Long ere we 
became familiar with the stage, death had for ever silenced that inimi- 
table disciple of the laughbig god. But his countenance has been trans- 
mitted to us by such an admirable pencil,* and we have heard his lioiee, 
and seen his manner imitated with somUch whimsicality and truth, that 
we can ei^oy, even in imagination, those gambols, songs, and flashes 
of merriment that were wont to set the theatre in a roar. 

Munden brought all his genius to bear, in Sir Christopher Curry,-^ 
We never beheld thisj consummate [actor to greater advantage than in 
the scene where Inkle Is about to dispose .of YaHco to the Governor, 
His generous burst of indignation, when he discovers himself to his in* 
tended son-in-law, made the theatre ring with applause. We once saW 
Cooke attempt the diaracter— it was for his own benefit we believe— we 
hope it benefitted hb pockety for It had a contrary eflbct on his reput»> 
tfam. We only mention'this performance, as a dramatic curHosityf- 

Bannister and FaWcett may fairly divide the crown in Trudge* T^o- * 
thing could exceed the humour, the gaiety, thefoeling of these glorkras 
cx>medlan8. Our pleasant Ariend, Harley, Is as lively and as brisk as a 
bottle of perry I It is worth three-and-sixpenoe at any time, to behold 
his consternation at the entrance of Yarico*s cavern, when he dreads ' 
walking into more mouths than one I 

The language of this piece is, in many patts, natural and affecting. 
But it has this blemish, that, when any pathetic or generous sentiment 
is enforced, it is generally riveffdd [with an oath. Were Mr. Colman, in 
his grave capacity of Lieensert to dt bi judgment upon his own plays, 
what havoc would he make with them I The " danuu^ have had their 
day ! and we are glad of it. We trust to the pious care of the present 
Licenser, never to let Uiem have another jn his time t The humour sa- 
vours too much of pun and concetti— it is less a play upon meanings, 
than a torture upon words ; but this defect b hardly noticed in the 
mouth of a skilAil comedian, and T^rudge has been very fortunate ill 
his representatives. The music, partly original and partly sdected. It ■ 
extremely beautiful. 

'< inkle and Yarico** is one of Mr. Cofman's emliest productions. It 
was originally brought out at the Haymarket theatre, in the year 1787* 

^ D — ^G- 



• See an exceOent and extremely scarce portrait of EdwiUi in the duK 
Meter of Ungo, by Alefoimder.— 

" What a— what a ' senclble soul V" 
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INKLE.~Kankeen trowgert and jacket* white vnMeoat, light hat, 
white stockings* hlack belt and hanger. 

SIR CHRISTOPHER Blue coat, embroidered button-holes, white 

waistcoat and breeches, white hat, gold button and loop, knee and shoe 

buckles, and white silk stockings. 

• CAMPLEY.— R^[imental coat, white trowsers, sash, sword, hat, dec. 

MEDIUM.— Plain brown coat and waistcoat, blue striped trowsers, 
white stockings, shoes, black leather bdt, and hanger. 

TRUDGE— Nankeen trowsers. and jacket, white waistcoat and 
stockings, shoes, hat, black leather belt and hanger. 

MATE.— Blue jadcet, IJj^t wabtooat, coid trowsers, whtte stoddogs 
and shoes. 

SERVANT.— l^Hilte Uvery, scarlet ooUar, &c., white trowsers. 

WAITER.— Liii^t trowBen, waistcxMt, &&, nankeen jacket, buff waist- 
coat, and breecbea. ■ 

PLANTERS.— Light coat, waistcoat and white trowsers. 

YARICO.— White and coloured striped, muslin dress, with coloured 
feathers and ornaments, leopard's, skin drapery across oAe shoulder, dark 
flesh-coloured stockjngs ana aims, sandals, various coloilred feathers in 
head, a quantity of ccSouied beads around the head, neck, wrists, arms, 
and ancles. 

WOWSKI.— Black skin, ai^as and legs, sandals, plafai white dress 
with smaH skin hung acrdss shoulder, beads, &c. 

NARCISS A,— Handsome white trimmed dress, witb ornamented 
head, satin hat, dec. ' 

PATTY.— White musUn dress, trimmed with bhie and pink tibbon, 
apron, hat, Sec, ^ i 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The ConduetOTS of this Work print no Plays but those whidi they 
have seen acted. The Stage DireetUmt are given £rom their own 
personal obeervations, during the most recent perfermancet. 

EXITS and ENTKANCES. 

R. means Right/ L. J^fts D. F. Door in flats R. D. Right Door/ 
L. D. Left Door s S. E. Se&mi JEnirance ; U. E. Upper Entrance/ 
M. D. Middle Door. 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R* meims Right/ L. L^/ C. Centre i R. (5. Rig^ of Centre/ 
L,C. "Left ef Centre* < 

*«^ The Reader i* eupposed to be on the Stage fltcing the Audience, 
K* HC C. LC« L. 
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INKLE AND YARICO. 



ACT I. 

SCBNB I.— ^n American Forest. 

Medhm. [ff^Uhoui, u] Hilli ho ! ho ! 

Trudge. [fTti/umi.L.} Hip! hoUo! ho!— Hip!— 

^fi/er Medium and Trudge, l. 

Med, Pshaw ! it's only wasting time and breatlu Bawl* 
log won't persuade him to budge a bit faster. « Things are 
all alter'd now ; and, whatever weight it may have in iome 
places, bawling, it secms> don't go for argument here. 
. Flague o'nt I we are now in the wilds of America* 
Trudge, (l.) Hip,hillio— ho— hi!— 
Afed^ (r.) Hold your tongue, you blockhead, or-r- 
I'rudge* Lord ! Sir, if my roaster maizes no more haste, 
we shall all be put to the sword by the knives of the natives; 
I'm told they take off heads like hats, and hang 'em on pegs 
in their parlours. Merey on us ! Mv head aches with the 
very thoughts of it. Holo ! Mr. Inkle ! master ! holo ! 

Med, Headaches ! Zounds, so does mine with jour con- 
founded bawling. It's enough to bring all the natives about 
us ; and we shall be stript and plunder'd in a minute. 
. Trudge* Aye ; stripping is the first thing that would hap- 

r>n to us ; for they seem to be woefully off for a wardrobe, 
myself saw. three, at a distance, with less clothes tlian I 
have when I get out of bed : all dancing about in black buff; 
just like Adam in mourning. 

Med, This is to have to do with a schemer ! a fellow who 
riskes his life, for a chance of advancing lus interest — 
Always advantage in view ! Trying, here, to make disco* 
veries that may promote his profit in England. Another 
fiotany Bay scheme, mayhap. Nothing else could induce 
him to quit our roraging party, from the ship ; when he 
knows every inhabitant here is not only as black as a pep* 
per-corn, but as hot into the bargain— and /, like a fool, to 
follow him ! and then to let him loiter behind. — Why, Ne- 
jOiew !— Why, Inkle l^Callwg.l .h 
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Trudge. Why^ Inkle — Well ! only to see the difference of 
men ! He'd have thought it very hard, now, if I had let him 
call 80 often ^fter me. Ah 1 1 wish he was calling after me 
now, in the old jo^-trot way, again. Wh»t a fool was I to 
leave London for iforeign parts P — ^That ever I should leave 
Threadneadie -street, to thread an American forest, where 
a man's as soon lost as a needle in a bottle of hay ! 

Med. Patience, Trudge ! Patience ! if we once recover 
the ship— 

Trudge. Lord, sir, I shall never recover what I have lost 
in coming abroad. When my master and I were in Lon- 
don, I had such a mortal snug birth of it ! Why, I was 
factotum. 

Med. Factotum to a young merchant is no such sinecure^ 
neither. 

Trudge, But then the honour of it. Think of that. Sir ; 
to be clerk as well as own man. Only consider* Yon find 
very few city clerks made out of a man, now-a-days. To be 
kiog of the counting-house, as well as lord of the bed- 
chamber. Ah ! if I had him but now in the little dressing- 
room behind the office ; tyin;^ his hmr, with a bit of red 
tape, a^ usual* 

Med. Yes, or writing an invoice in lampblack, and shin^ 
ing his shoes with an ink-bottle, 09 uwal^ you biuudei'htg 
blockhead ! 

Trudgex Oh ! if I was but brushing the aecomits, or ^ast- 
,iug*up.the coats K-^^FootHepi Aearrf.]— Mercy on us ! What's 
that.>' 

Med. That ! What ? 

Trudge. Didn't your hear a noise ? 

Med. Y— es— but — ^huah ! Oh heavens be prais'd \ here' 
he is at last 

Enter Inkle, r. 

Now, nephew ! 

Inkle, (r.) So, Mr. Medium. 

Med* (c.) Zounds ! one wou'd think, by your confounded 
composure, that you were walking in St. James's Park, in- 
stead of au American forest, and that all the beasts were 
nothing but good company; Uie hollow trees, here, centry- 
boxes, and the lions in 'em, soldiers ; the Jackall8,'courtier8; 
the crocodiles, fine women ; and the baboons, beaus* What 
the plague made you loiter so long? 

Inkle, Reflection. 

Med. So I should think ; reflection generally conies lag- 
ging behind. What, scheming, I sup|)Ose ? never quki 
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At U again, eh ? Wbac a happy trader is your father, to 
have so prudent a sou for a partner t Why, you are the 
carefullest Co. in the whole city ; never losing sight of the 
main chance ; and that's the reason, perhaps, you lost sight 
of us, here, on the main of America. 

InMe. Right, Mr. ;Mediilm. ^ Arithmetic, I own, has 
been the means of our parting at present. 

Trudge, <l«) Ha I A sum in division, I reclcon. [Aside, 

Med, And pray, if I may be so bold, what mighty scheme 
has just tesipted you to employ your head, when yon ought 
to make use of your heels ? 

. Inkle, My heels ! Here's pretty doctrine ! Do you thinlc 
I travel merely for motion ? A fine expensive plan for a 
trader, truly. What, would you have a man of business 
comeAbi*oad, scamper extravagantly here and there and 
every where, then retuni home, and have nothing to tell, 
but Chat ht* has been here and there and every where ? 'Sdeath ! 
sir, would yon have me travel lilce a lord ? 

Med. No, the Lord forbid ! 

IiUtk. Travelling, utide, was always iutendtd for im- 
provement ; and improvement is an advantage ; and ad* 
vantage is profit, and profit is gain. Which, in the travel- 
ling traivslacion of a trader, means, that you should gain 
every advantage of im proving your profit 1 have been com • 
paring the laud, here, with that of our own country. 

Med, And you find it like a good deal of the land of 
our own couutr3r— curwdly encumbet'd with black legs, I 
take it. 

Xnlde. And calculating how much it might be made to 
produce by the acre. 

Med. You were ? 

Inkle, Ves ; I was proceeding algebraically upon tlie sub- 
ject. 

Med. Indeed! 

Inkle, And just about extracting the square root 

Med4 Hum! 

Inkle, I was thinking, too, if so many natives could be 
caught, how much they might fetch at the West Indian 
markets. 

Med, Now, let me ask you a question, or two, young 
cannibal catcher, if vou please. 

Inkle, Well! 

Med, Arn't we bound for Barbadoes ; partly to trade, 
Hut chiefly to carry home the daughter of the governor. Sir 
Christopher Curry, who has till now been under your 
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father's care» iu ThreadncadleMitreety for polite English, 
education? 

ItMe. Granted. - 

Jii«tL And isn't it det»min'd» between the old folks, that 
yott are to marry Narcissa as soon as we get there ? 

/hAA;. A ftK'd thing. 

Med, Then what tiie devil do you do here, hunting old 
hairy negroes, when you ought to be ogling a fine girl in the 
ship ? Algebra, too ! You'll hare other things to think of 
when you are married, I promise you. A plodding fel- 
low's head, in the hands of a young wife, like a bey's slate 
after school, soon gets all its arithmetic wiped of : and then 
it appears in its true simple state—dark, empty, and l»ound 
in wood. Master inkle. 

Inkle. Not in a match of this kind. Why, it^s a table of 
interest, from beginning to end, old Medium. 

Med* Well, well, this is no -time to talk. Who knows 
but, -instead of sailing to a wedding, we may get cut up, 
here, for a wedding dinner : toss'd up for a dingy duke, 
perhaps. Or stew'd down for a black baronet, or eat raw by 
an inky commoner ? ■. 

Infde. Why sure you arn't afraid ? 

Med* Who, I afraid ! Ha ! ha ! ha 1 No, not I ! What 
the deuce should 1 be afraid of ? Thank heaven, I have a 
clear conscience, and need not be afmd of any thing. A 
scoundrel might not be quite so easy on such an occasion ; 
but it's Uie part of an honest man not to behave like a 
scoundrel ! I never behaved like a scoundrel^ — for which 
reason I am an honest man, you know. But come — 1 hate 
to boast of my good qualities. 

InHe. Slow and sure, my good, virtuous Mr. Medium ! — 
[Crosaee^ L.]— Our companions can be but half a mile be- 
fore us : and, if we do but double their steps, we shall 
overtake 'em at one mile's end, by all the t)Owers of arith- 
metic. 

. Med. Oh curse your arithmetic !— Oh ! Threadneadle- 
street. 

Inkle* That, uncle, must be left to the doctrine of 
chances. [Exeunt ^ l. 

SCENE \\,— Another part of the Forest. A Ship at anchor 
in the Bay, at a small distance. 

Enter Sailors oin/ Mate, {i^*) as returning from fora^ng. 

Mate. Come, come, bear a hand, my lads. Tho*f the 
bay is Just under our bowsprits, it will take a daftin'd deal 
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of tripping to come at it— there's hardly any steering «lear 
~ of the rocks here. But do we muster all hands ? All rig^t,^ 
think ye ? 

ist SaiL All to a tnan-^besides yourself, and a monkey-^ 
the three land lubbers, that edg'd away in the morningi 
goes for nothing you know — ^they're all dead may-hap by 
diis* 

Mate. Dead ! you be—Why, tiiev*re friends of the cap- 
tsdn ; and, if not brouglit safe aboard to-night, you may all 
chance to have a salt eel for your supper — that^s all. More- 
over, the young plodding spark, he with the grave, foul- 
weather face, there, is to man the tight little frigate. Miss 
Narcissa, what d'ye call her, that is bound with us for Bar- 
badoes. Rot'cm for not keeping underway, I say ! But 
come, let's see if a song will bring ^em to. Let's have a full 
chorus to the good merchant-ship, the Achilles, that's 
wrote by our captain. 

SONG, 

Hie AchiUes, though christen'd, good ship, 'tis surmis'd. 
From that old man-of-war, great Achilles, so priz'd. 
Was he, like our vessel, pray, fairly baptiz'd ? . 

Ti tpl lol, &c. 

What tho' but a merchant-ship^sure our supplies : 
Now your men-of-war's gain in a lottery lies. 
And how blank they all look, when they can't get a pri2e ! 

lltollo),&c 

But we merchant lads, though the foe We can't tflaul, 
Nor are pind, like fine king-ships, to fight at a call. 
Why we pay ourselves well, without' fighting at all. 

11 tol lol, ^c. 

Ut SaiL Avast I ]o6k a-head there. Here they come, 
chas'd by a fleet of black devils. iCrosses, u 

Mate* And the devil aySr« have I to give 'em. We han't 
a grain of powder left. What must we do, lads ? 

Ut SaiL Do ? Sheer off, t6 be sure. 

AU. Come, bear a hand. Master Malinspike ! 

Mate.[Rductawtly^ Well, if I must, 1 must — [Going to 
Jhe other aide and hoUowing to Inkle ^ 4^c.] — Yoho, lubbers ! 
Crowd all the sail you can, d'ye mind me« 

[Exeunt Sailors^ JL. 

Enter Medium, (r.) running across the atage^ as pursued by 

the BhACKS* 
Med. Nephew! Trudge! run^scamper! Scour*— fly! 

B 
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Zounds, what harm did I ever do, to be hanted to death by 
a pack of bloodhounds? Why, nephew! Oh, coufonnd 
your long sums in arithmetic ! I'll take care of myself ; and 
if we must have any arithmetic, dot and carry one for my 
money. [Runs off, l. 

£nter Ivkl^ jirst, and Trudgis second, hastily, r. 

Trudge* Oh ! titiat ever I was born, to leave pen, ink, and 
powder for this ! 

Inkle, Trudge, how far are the sailors before us ? 

Trudge, 1*11 run and see. Sir, directly. , \^Civsses, l.' 

Inkle* Blockhead, come here. The savages are close 
upon us ; we shall scarce be able to recover our party. Get 
behind this tuft of trees with me ; they'll pass us, and we 
may then recover our ship with safety. 

Trudge. [Going behind*] Oh! Tlireadneadle-street, 
Thread !— 

Inkie* Peace! 

Trudge* [Hiding,] — Needle-street. 
[7%ey hide behind trees. Natives cross from R. to u 
After a long pause, Inkle looks from the trees,] 

Inkle, Trudge. 

Trudge, Sir. [In a whisper.] 

Inkle. Are they all gone by ? 

Trudge* Won*t you look and see ? 

IfiMe. [Looking round*] So all's safe at last. [Coming 
forward.] Nothing like policy in these cases ; but you*d 
have run on, like a booby ! A tr^e, 1 fancy, you'll find, in 
future, the best resource in a hot pursuit 

Trudge* Oh ! charming ! It's a' retreat for a king, sir. 
Mr« Medium, however, has not got up in it ; your uncle, 
sir, has run on like a booby ; and has got up with our party 
by this time, I take it ; who are now most likely at the 
shore. But what are we to do next, sir ? 

Inkle. Reconnoitre a little — [The ship is seen to passfi'om 
L. to R.] — and then proceed. 

Trudge. Then pray, sir, proceed to reconnoitre ; for tiie 
sooner the better. 

Inkle* Then look out, d'ye hear, and tell me if you dis- 
cover any danger. ^ 

Trudge* Y—Ye— s—Yes. But— [Trembling, 

Inkle. Well, is the coast clear ? 

' Trudge* Eh ! Oh Lord !—Clear ? [Ruhbing his eyes.] Oh 
dear ! oh dear ! the coast will soon be clear enough now, I 
promise you— The ship is under sail, sir ! 
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. inAfe. Confusion i my property carried off hi the vessel. 

Trtidge. All, all, sir, except me. 

Inkle, They may report me dead, perhaps, and dispose of 
my property at the. next iaJaud. 

Tnttfge* Afat there they go.— [^ j'tm^r^cf.]— '^Tbat will 
foe the last report we shall ever hear from 'em, I'm afraid.*^ 
That's as mach as to say, good hye to ye. And here we 
are left-*<two fine, full-grown babes in the wood ! 

Inik, What an ill-tim'd accident I Just, too, when my 
speedy union with Narctssa, at Barbadoes, would so muck 
advance my Interests. Something must be hit upon, aud 
speedily ; but what resource ! [T/tMnng, 

Trudge. The old one — a tree, sir.— 'f is all we have for 
it now. What would I give, now, to be perch'd upon a 
high stool, with our brown deslc squees'd into the pit of my 
stomach — [Inkle retires qp the j/o^^.l^-scribbliug away an 
old parchment ! — ^But all my red inlc will be spilt by an old 
black pin of a negro. . 

SONG.— I.a*/ Vulentine'^s Day. 

A voyage over seas had not enter 'd my head. 
Had X known but on which aide to butter my bread. 
Heigho ! sure I-^for hunger must die ! 
I've saiVd lilie a botjby ; come here in a squall, 
Where, alas ! there's no bread to be butter'd at all I 
Oho ! I'm a terrible booby ! 
Oh, what a sad booby am I ! 

In London, what gay chop-house signs iu the street ! 
But the only sign here is of nothing to eat. 
Heigho f that f— for hunger should die 1 
My mutton 's all lost ; I'm a poor starving elf ; 
And for all the world like a lost mutton myself. 

Oho ! I shall die a lost mutton I 

Oh ! What a lost mutton am I ! 

For a nice slice of beef, 1 could roar like a bull ; 
And my stomach's so empty, my heart is quite full. 
Heigho ! that I — for hunger should die \ 
But, grave without meat, I must here meet my grave. 
For my bacon, I fancy, 1 never shall save. 

Oho ! I shall ne'er save my bacon I 

I can't save my bacon, not I j 

Trudge. Hum ! I ^as thinking 

Inkle. Well, well, what ? Something to our purpose, I 
hope. 

B 2 
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Tru^e» <* I was thiBkiiig, sir— if so many natives ecmld 
be caught, how much they m^^bt fetch at the West- lodia 
marked" 

Inkle, Scoundrel ! is tiiis a time to jest ? 

Trudge. No, faitii, sir ! Hunger Is too sharp to be Jested 
with. As for me, I shall starve for want of food. Now 
you may meet a luckier fote : You are able to extract the 
square root, sir ; and that's the very best provision you can 
find here to live upon. But I ! — [Noise by aavagee at d 
duiance,] — Mercy on us 1 here tiiey come again. 

Inkle. Confusion ! Deserted on one side, and press'd on 
the other : — which way shall I turn ?— This cavern may 
pi'ove a safe retreat to us for the present. 1*11 enter^ cost 
what it will. 

TVudge, Oh Lord! no, don't, don't— We shall pay too 
4ear for our lodging, depend on't. 

Jnkle, lliis is no time for debating^ You are at the 
mouth of it ; lead the way, Trudge. 

Trudge* What I go in before your liQnor 1 I know my 
place better, I assure you^—.I might walk into more mouths 
than one, perhaps. [Aside, 

inkle. Coward t then follow me; [Noise again. 

Trudge, I must, sir i I must ! Ah, Trudge, Trudge ! 
what a damn'd hole are yoiKgetting into I {Noise again, 

[Esfeunl into a cawm, L« s* b. 

SCENE III.— ^ Cavey decorated with skins of wild beasts^ 
featkers, ^c. In the middle of the scene, a rude kind of 
curtain of skinsy by way of door to an inner cavern, (c.) 
Various Indian hwiuing implements hung up. 

Enter Inkle and Trudge, l. 

Trudge, (l.) Why, sir ! sir ! you must be mad to go any 
farther. 

Itikle, (r.) So far, at least, we have proceeded with 
safety. Ha ! no bad specimen of savage elegance. These 
ornaments would be wortli something in England.— We 
have little to fear here, I hope. This cave rather bears the 
pleasing face of a profitable adventure. 

Trudge. Very likely, sir ! But, for a pleasing face, it has 
th&cursed*st ugly mouth I ever saw in my life. Now do, 
sir, make off as fast as you can. If we once get clear of the 
natives' houses, we have little to fear from the lions and 
leopards : for, by the ap^arance of their parloiu^s, they 
seem to have kill'd all the wild beasts. in the country. Nuw 
pray, do, my good master, take my advice, and run away» , 
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Inkle, Rascal I Talk again of gQiDg oat, and I'll flea you 
alive. 

Trudge. That's just what I expect for coming in. — All 
that enter here appear to have had their sitin stript over their 
ears ; and outb will be kept for curiosities* — We shall 
stapd here, stufifd for a couple of white wonders. 

Inkle, \_Go«» up^ This .curtain seems to lead to another 
apartment : I'll draw it. 

Trudge. No, no, no, don't ; don't. We may be called to 
account for disturbing the company : you may get a cur- 
tain-lecture, perhaps, sir. 
. Inkle. Peace, booby, iuid stand on your guard. 

Trudge. Oh ! what will become of us I Some grim, se- 
ven^feef fdlow ready to scalp us. 

Inhle. [Draws the curtain aside.] By heaven ! a woman ! 
{^As the curtain draws, Yar^co and Wows^i are dkco- 
veredf asleep.] 

Trudge, (l.) A woman! [Aside.] — [l>oud.] But let him 
come on ; Vm ready — dam'me, I dont fear facing the devil 
himself — Ffdth it is a woman — fast asleep too. 

Jnkle. (r.X And beautiful as an angel ! 
. Trudge. And, egad ! there seems to be a nice, little 
plump bit in the corner ; only she's an angel of rather a 
darker sort. 

Inkle. Hush! keep back — ^she wakes. 

[Yarico comes forward-^ln/def R. and Trudge ^ l, retire 
to opposite sides of the scene."] 

SONG. 

Yar. When the chace of day is done. 
And the shaggy lion's skin. 
Which, for us, our warriors win. 
Deck our cells, at set of sun ; 
Worn with toil, with sleep opprest, 
I press my mossy bed, and sink to rest 

Then, once more, I see our train. 
With all our chace renew'd again : 

Once more, 'tis day, 

Once more, our prey 
Gnashes his angry teeth, and foam^in vain. 

Again, in sullen haste» he flies, 

Ta'en in the toil, again he lies. 
Again he roars— and, in my slumbers, dies. 

Inkle, [4 little up, r.] Our language ! 

B 3 
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Trudge. [A Utile tg^f l.] Zounds ! she has thrown me 
into a cold sweat. 

Yar, Hark ! 1 heard a noise ! Wowski, awake 1 whetice 
can it proceed ? 

[SAe wakes ff^owski^ and they both wme forward-^ 
Yarico towards Inkle $ fFowsH towards Trudge.'i 

Yar. Ah ! what form is tliis ?-^are yoa a man ? 

Inkle, [Advances^ R.] True flesh and blood, my charm- 
ing heathen, I promise you. 

Yar^ What harmony in his voice ! What a shape ! How 
fair his skin too ! — \Ga9mg» 

Trudge, This must be a lady of qaality, by her staring. 

Yar. Say, stranger, whence come you ? 

Inkle. From a far distant island ; driven on this coast by 
distress, and deserted by my companions* 

Yar. And do you know the danger that surrounds you 
here? Our woods are filled witibH[)easts of pi'ey — my 
countrymen too — (yet, I think they cou'dn't find the heart) 
*-*might kill you.^— .It would be a pity if you fell in their 
way— I think I should weep if you came to any harnu 

Trudge. O hof If s time^ I see, to begin making interest 
wUh tbe chambermaid. [Takes Wowski apart ^ R. s. s. 

Inkle. How wild and beautiful ! sure, there's magic in her 
shape, and she has rivetted me to the place. But where 
shall I look for safety \ let me fly» uid avoid my death. 

• [Crosses, l. 

Yar, (r,) Oh I no — But — [As if puzzled,'] well then, 
die stranger, but don't depart. — But I will try^ to preserve 
you ; and, if you are killed, Yarico mast die too ! Yet, 
'tis I alone can save you : your death is certiun, without my , 
assistance ; and, indeed, indeed, you shall not want it 

Inkle. My kind Yarico I what means, then, must be us'd 
for my safety ? 

Yar, My cave must conceal you : none enter H, since my 
father was slain in battie. I will bring you food, by day, 
then. lead ydu to our unfrequented groves, by moonlight, 
to listen to the nightingale. If you should sleep, I'll watch 
you ; and wake you when there's danger. ' 

Inkle, Generous mud ! Then, to you I will owe my life ; 
and, whilst it lasts, nothing shall part us. i 

Yar. And shan't it, shan't it, indeed ? 

Inkle, No, my Yarico ! for, when an opportunity offers * 
to return to my country, you shall be my companion. 

Yar. What ! cross the seas ! 

Inkle. Yes. ^ Help me to discover a vessel, and yoa sliall 
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eojov woDders* You shall be decked in tlUUf my brave 
maid, and have a house drawn with horses to carry you. 

Yar* Nay» do not laugh at me-^bnt is it so ? 

Inkle. It is, indeed t 
^' Yiir, Oh, wonder! 1 wish my countrywomen could see 
m e But won't yonr warriors kill us ? 

InkU* No, our only danger, on land, is here. • 

Yar, Then let us retire further into the cave. Come — 
your safety is in my keeping. 

Inkle. I follow you — ^Yet, can you run some risk in 
iollowing me I 

DUE'rr. 

*• O say. Bonny Lass" 

Inkle* O say, simple maid, have you form'd any notion 
Of all the rude dangers in crossing the ocean ? 
When winds whistle shrilly, ah ! won't tliey re- 
mind you. 
To sigh, with regret, iot the grot lef( behind you ? 

Yar^ Ah ! no, I could follow, and sail the world over. 
Nor think of my grot, when I look at my lover I 
The winds which blow round us, your arms for 

my pillow. 
Will lull us to sleep, whilst we*re rocked by each 
billow. 

Bath* O say then, my true love, we never will sunder^ 
Nor shrink from tlie tempest, nor dread the big 

timnder : 
While constant^ we'll laugh at all changes of 

weather. 
And jonrney, all over the world, both together. 

\ Exeunt f u 

Re-enter Trudge and Wowski, a. s. b. 

Trudge. Why, you speak English as well as I, my little 
Wowski. 

fF'ow, IsB. 

Trudge, Iss ! And you learnt it from a strange man, 
that, tumbled from a big boat, many moons ago, you say ? 

IFow. Iss — ^teach me — Teach good many. 

Trudge, Then, what the devil made 'em so surprised at 
seeing us I was he like me? [f^owski shakes her head,"] 
Not so smart a body, may-hap. Was his face, now, round 
and comely, and — eh ! [Stroking his cAt/i.} Was it like 
mine? 
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ff^ow, (r.) Like dead leaf— brown and shrivel. 

Trudge, (l.) Oh, gIi, an old shipwrecked sailor, I war- 
rant With white and grey hair, eh, my pretty beauty- 
spot ? 

fyow Iss ; all white. When night come, he put it in 
pocket. 

Trudge. Oh ! wore a wig. But the old boy taught you 
something more than English, I believe. 

ff^ow. Iss. 

Trudge, The devil he did ! What was it ? 

ff^otv. Teach me put dry grass, red hot, in hollow white 
stick. 

TYudffe. Aye, what was that for ? 

h^ow. Put it in my mouth — go poff, poff ? 

Trudge. Zounds ! did he teach you to smoke ? 
. fFf/w. Iss. 

Trudge. And what became of him at last ? What did 
your countrymen do for the poor fellow ? 

fVouj. Eat him one day — Our chief kill him. 

Trudge. Mercy on us ! what damn'd stomachs, to swal- 
low a tough old tar ! Ah, poor Trudge ! your killing comes 
next. 

Wous. No, no — not you — no — 

\Runmng to Mm atueitnts^. 

Trudge. No ? Why what shall I do, if I get in their 
paws ? 

ff^otv. I fight for you ! 

Trudge. Will you ? Ecod, she's a brave, good-natured 
wench ! She'll be worth a hundred of your English wives 
— ^Whenever they fight on their husband's account, it's wUh 
him instead of far him, I fancy. But haw the plague am 
I to live here ? 

fToio* I feed you— bring you kid. 

SONa 
** One dap, I heard Mary say." 

White man never go away— — 

Tell me why need you ? 
Stay, with your Wbwski, stay : 

Wowski will feed you. 
Cold moons are now coming in : 

Ah, don't go grieve me ! 
I'll wrap you in leopard's skin : 

White man, don't leave me. - 
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And when aU the sky is blae^ 

Sun makes warm weaihery 
I'll catch yrfa a cockatoo. 

Dress you in feather. 
When cold comes, or when 'tis hot^ 

Ah, don't go grieve me ! 
Poor Wowski wUl be forgot-^ 

White man, don't leave me 1 

Tyndge, Zounds! leopard's skin for winter wear, and 
feathers for a summer's suit ! Ha, ha I I shall look like a 
walking hammer-cloth, at Christmas, «nd an upright shut- 
tlecock, in the dog-days. And for all this, if my master 
and I find our way to England, you shall be part of our 
travelling equipage ; and, when I get there. 111 give you a 
couple of snug rooms, on a first floor, and visit yon every 
evening as soon as I come from the counting-house. Da 
you like it ? 

fTow* Iss, 

TVuilge* Damme, what a flashy fellow I shall seem in 
the city ! I'U get a whit^ boy to bring up the tea-kettle. 
Then I'll teach you to write and to dress hair. 

^019. You a great man in your countrv ? 

Trudgem Oh, yes, a very great man. I m head clerk of 
the counting-house, and first valet-de-chambre of the 
dressing-room. I pounce parchments, powder hair, black 
shoes, ink paper, shave beards, and mend pens, fiut hold ; 
i had forgot one material point — ^you ar'nt married, I 
hope ? 

ff^ow* No ; you be my chum-chum I 

Tnsdge, So I will. If 8 best, howev^, to be sure of 
her being i^ngle ; for Indian husbands are not quite so com- 
plaisant as English ones, and the vulgar dogs might think 
of looking a little after their spouses. Well, but you have 
had a lover, or two in your time ; eh, WowsIlI ! 
' fTow* Oh, is8»->-gTeat many~I tell you* 

DUEtT. 

fybw* Wampum^ Swampun, Yanko, Lanko, Nanko, 
Pownatowski, 
Black men— ^plenty — ^twenty — ^fight for me, 
> Whlto man, woo you true ? 

rmdge. Who? 
JTow. You. 

^Trudge. Yes, my pret^ little Wowski I 

fFwf. Then t'U leave all and follow thee* 
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Trudge, Oh, theq Corn about, ray little tawny tight one ! 

Don't you like loe ? 
fVow, Iss, you're like the soow ! 

If you slight one.«-^-«- 
Trudge. N^er, not for any white one : 
Vou are beautiful as any sloe. 
ff^ouj. Wars, jars, scars can't expose ye, 

In our grot*^— 
Trudge, So sung and cosey 1 

IVow, Flowers, neatly 

Pick'd, shall sweetly 

Make your bed. 
Trudge, Crying, toying. 

With a rosy 

Posey 

Wtoi I'm dciseyy 
Bear-skin uight-caps too shiill warn) my head* 
Bear-skin night-caps, &c. &c. . l^^eimt, l. 

END OP ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE 1. — The Quay at Barbadoes, with m inn upqnit. 
Enter Four Planters, l. • 

\8t p. I saw her this morning, gentlemeo« you may de* 
pend on't. My telescope never fails me. I popped upou 
her as 1 was taking a peep from my balcony. A brave 
tight ship, I tell you, bearing down directly for Barbadoes^ 
here. 

2nd P, Ods my life ! rare news ! We have not had a 
vessel arrive in our harbour these fix weeks. 

Srd P. And the last brought oiily madam Narcissa, our 
Governor's daughter, from Englapd i with a parcel of lazy, 
idle, white folks about her. Such cargoes will never do 
for our trade, neighbour. 

4M P' No, no ; we waut slaves. A terrible dearth, of 
*em in Barbadoes, lately ! But your dingy passengers for 
my money* Give me a vessel like a collier, where all the 
lading tumbles out as black as my hat. But are you sure, 
now, you ar'nt mistaken ? [71d IH Planter. 

1st P. Mistaken ! 'sbud, do yon doubt my glass } I can 
discover a gull by it-six leagues off: I could see every thing 
as plain as if I was on board. 
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2nd P. Indeed ! and what wera her colours ? 
Ut P, Um I why English-^— or Dutch— —or French 
——I dou't exactly remember. 
Srd P, What were the mliors on board ? 
Itt P. Eh ! whjTi they were English too or Dutch 
■or French 1 cant perfectly recollect. 



4th P. Your glass, neighbour, is a little like a glass too 
much : it makes you forget erery thing you ought to reraem-* 
her. [Cry. without, n, ** A sail, a ioUf* 

Ut P. Egad, but I'm right though. Now, gentlemen ! 

AIL AyCy aye ; the devil take the hindmost. 

[EjFeunt hastily, a. s. e. 

Enter Narcissa, r. u. e. 

SONG. 

Freshly now the breeze is blo\«nng ; 

As yon ship at anchor rides. 
Sullen waves incessant flowing, ^ 

.Rudely dash against the sides : 
So my heart, its course impeded. 

Beats in my perturbed breast ; ^ 

Doubts, like waves by waves succeeded. 

Rise, and still deny it rest. 

Enter Patty, r. 

Pat» (r.V Well, ma'am, as I was saying 

Nar. (uj.Well, say no more of what you were saying-' 
Sure, Patty, ^ou forget where yoii are : alittje caution will 
be necessary now, I think. 

Pat. Lord, madam, how is it possible to help talking ? 
We are in Barbadoes here, to be sure — but then, ma'am, 
one may let out a little in a private morning's walk by our- 
selves. 
*" Nar, Nay, it's the same thing with you in doors. 

Pat. 1 never blab, ma'am, never, as I hope for a gown. 

F'ar. And your never blabbing, as you call it, depends 
chiefly on that hope, I believe. 

Pat. Dear ma^am, I have told the story of our voyage, 
indeed, to old Guzzle, the butler. 

Nar, And, thus, you lead him to imagine I am but little 
inclined to the match. 

Pat. Lord, ma'am, how could that be ? Why, I never 
said a word about Captain Campley. 

Nar, Hush ! hush, for heaven's sake ! 

Pat. Not T, ma'am, not I. But if our voyage from 
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England was so pleasant, it wasn't owing to Mr. Inkle, 
I'm certain. He didn't play the fiddle in our cabin, and 
danc% on tlie deck, and come languishing witli a glass ot 
warm water in his hand, when wie were sea-sick. Ah, 
ma'am, that water warmed your heart, I'm confident! 
Mr. Inkle ! No, no ; Captain Cam-^ ^ 

Nar. There is no end to this! Remendier, Patty, keep 
your secrecy, or you entirely lose my farour* 

Pat* Never fear me, ma'am. I won't utter a syllable. • 
.,, [Sait, R. 

Nar. How awkward is my present situation ! Promised 
to one, who, perhaps, may never again be heard of; and 
who, I am sure, if he ever appears to claim me, will do it 
merely on the score of interest— pressed too by another, 
who has already, I fear, too much interest in my heart— 
what can I do ? What plan can I follow ? 

Enter Campley, l. 

Cam. (l.) Follow my advice, Narcissa, by all means. 
Enlist with me, under the best banners in the world. Ge^ 
neral Hymen for my money ! little Cupid 's his drummer ; 
he has been beating a round rub-a-dub on our hearts, and 
we have only to obey the word of command,^ fall into the 
ranks of matrimony, and march through life together. 

Nar. (r.) 'llien consider our situation. 

Cam. That has been duly considered. In short, the case 
stands exactly thus — your intended spouse is all for money : 
I am all for love z he is a rich rogue : I am rather a poor 
honest fellow. He would pocket your fortune: I will, 
take you without a fortune in your pocket. 

Nar. Oh! I am sensible of the favour, most gallant 
Captain Campley ; and my father, np doubt, will be very 
much oblig'd to you. 

Camp. Aye, there's the devil of it! Sir Christopher Cur- 
ry's confounded good character— knocks me up at once. 
Yet I am not acquainted with him either ; not known to 
him, even by sight ; beiug here only -as a private gentleman 
on a visit to my old relation, out of regimentals, and so' 
forth ; and not introduced to the Governor as other of- 
ficers of the place : hut then the report of his hospitality 

his odd, blunt, whimsical friendship — his whole beha- 
viour 

Nar. All stare you in the fiice, eh, Campley ? 

Camp. They do, till they put me out of countenance : 
but then, again, when I stare pou in the face, I can't think 
I have any reason to be ashamed of my proceedings. 
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Nar, What signifies talking to me, when you have such 
opposition from others? Why hover about the city, instead 
of boldly attacking the guard ? Wheel about, captain ! face 
the enemy! March I Charge! Rout 'em — Drive 'em be- 
fore you, and then — ■ 
« Camp, And then— 

Nor. Lud ha' mercy on the poor city t 

SONG.— JVifltrcfMrt.— Ron DEAU. 

" Since UU vain to think of flying:* 

Mars would oft, his conquest over, 

To the Cyprian Goddess yield ; 
Venus gloried in a lover. 

Who, like him, could brave the field. 
Mars would oft, &c. 

In the cause of battles hearty. 
Still the God would strive to prove. 

He who faced an ^adverse part/. 
Fittest was to meet his love. 

Mars would oft, &tv 

if ear then, Captains, ye who bhister. 

Hear the God of War declare. 
Cowards never can pass muster ; 

Courage only wins the fair. 

Mars would oft, '&c« 

Enter Patty, hastily, r. 

Patty, (a.) Oh lud. Ma'am, I'm frightened out of my 
wits ! Sure as I'm alive. Ma'am, Mr. Inkle is not dead ; 
I saw his man. Ma'am, just now, coming ashore in a boat 
with other passengers, from the vessel that's coine to the 
island. ' [Eofit Patty, n. 

Nar, [To Camp^ Look'ye, Mr. Canipley, something has 
happened which makes me wave ceremonies. If yon mean 
to apply to my father, remember that delays are dangerous. 

Camp, (l.) Indeed! 

A^ar. I mayn't be always in the same mind, you know* 

[Smiling, 

Camp, Nay then — Gad, I'm almost afraid too — but liv- 
ing in this state'of doubt is torment. I'll e'en put a good 
face on the matter ; cock my hat ; make my bow ; and 
try to reason the Governor into compliance. Faint heart 
never won a fair lady. 

c. 
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SONG. 

Why should I vain fears discover, 

Prove a dying, sighing swain ? 
Why turn shilly-shally lover, 

Only to prolong my pain ? 

When we woo the dear enslaver. 

Boldly ask and she will grant ; 
How shonid we obtain a favour, 
■ But by telling what we want ? 

Should the nymph be found complying 

Nearly then the battle 's won ; 
'Parents think 'tis vain denying. 

When half the work is fairly done. 

[Ejpeuni, Nar* R. and Camp. l. 

Enter Trudge and Wowski (as from the a?^) with a dirty 
runner to one of the inns,R. u. e. 

Run. This way, Sir ; if you will let me recommend 

Trudge. Come along. Wows ! Take care of your furs, 
and your feathers, my girl. . 

ff^ows. Iss. 

Trudge, That's right,— Somebody might steal *em, per- 
haps. 

ff^ows. (r.) Steal '.—What that ? 

Trudge, (c) Oh Lord ! see what one loses by not be- 
ing born in a Christian country. 

Run. (l.) If you Would, sir, but mention to your mas- 
ter the house that belongs to my master ; the best accom- 
modations on the quay. 

Trudge. What's y<jur sign, my lad ? 

Run. The Crown, Sir— Here it is. 

Trudge. Well, get us a room for half an hour, and we'll 
come : and harkee ! let it be light and airy, dy'e hear ? 
My master has been used to your open apartments lately. 

Run. Depend on it. — Much obliged to you, sir. [Exit^ l. - 

H^ows. Who be that fine man ? He great prince ? 

Trudge. A prince — Ha l ha ! — No, not quite a prince — 
But he belongs to the crown. But how do you like this, . 
Wows? Isn't it fine? 

fFowi. Wonder! 

Trudge. Fine men, eh ! 

Woujs, ISvS ! all white ; like you. 

Trudge. Yes, all the fine men are like me: as different 
from your people as powder and ink; or paper and blacking. 
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1Vow9, And fine lady — face like snow. 

Trudge. What I the fiue ladies' complexious ? Ob, yes, 
exactly; for too much heat very often dissolves 'em I 
Then their dress, too. 

Wows. Your countrymen dress so ? 

Trudge, Better, better a great deal. Why, a young 
flashy Knglishmain will sometimes carry a. whole fortune 
on his back. But did you mind the women ? AU here— 
^ and there ; IPointmg be/ore^ and behind] they have it all 
from us in England. — ^And then the fine things they carry 
on their heads, VVowsld. 

fTowi. Iss. One lady carry good fish so fine, she 

call evei7 body to look at her. 

Trudge, Pshaw ! ,au old woman bawling flounders. 
But the fine girls we meet, here, on the quay — so round, 
and so plump ! 

fTows. You not love me now. 

Trudge. Not love you ! Zounds I have not I given yon « 
proofs I 

fTaufs, Iss. Great many : but now you get here, you 
forget poor Wowski ! 

Trudge. Not- 1 : I'll stick to you like wax. 

fFowa. Ah ! I fear ! What make you love me now ? 

Trudge. Gratitude, to be sure. 

f^owt. What that? 

Trudge. Ha! this it is, now, to live without education.' 
The poor dull devils of her country are all in the pi-aciice 
of gratitude, without fiuding out what it means ; while we 
can tell tlie meaning of it, with little or no practice at all. 
Lord, lord, what a fine advantage Christian learning is ! 
Hark'ce, Wows ! 

Wows. Iss. 

Trudge. Now we've accomplished our landing, V\\ ac- 
complish you. You remember the instructions I gave you 
on the voyage ? 

Wows. Iss. 

Trudge. Let's see now — What are you to do, when I in- 
troduce you to the nobility, gentry, and others — of my 
acquaintance ? 

Wows. Make believe sit down ; then get up. 

Trudge. Let me see you do it. [She makes a loto court- 
sey.] Very well,! and how are you to recommend yourself, 
when you have nothing to say, amongst all our great 
friends ? 

Wows. Grin— shew mv teeth. 

C2 J 
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Trudge, Right ! they'll think you've liv*d with people of 
feushioD. fiut.flappose you meet an old friend in misfor- 
tune, that] you don't wish to beieen to speak to—* what 
would you do ? 

/jToiri. Look hlind — ^notseehim. 

Trudge. Why would you do that ? 

fFowt/: 'Cau^ I can't see good friend in distress* 

Trudge* That's a good girl ! and I wish every body could 
boast of so kind a motive for such cursed cruel behaviour. 
Lord I how some of your shabby banker's clerks have cut 
me in llireadueedle-street. But come, though we have got 
among fine folks, here, in an English settlement, I won't 
l)e ashamed of my old acquaintance: yet, for my own part« 
I should not be sorry, now, to see my old friend with a 
new £ace^~:Odsbobs ! I see Mn Inkle— go in, Wows ; — 
call for what you like best. 

fVow9> Then I caU for you — ah 1 I feai* I hot see you 
«fftett now* But you come soon [Crossety l. 

SONG. 

Remember when we walk'd alone. 

And heard, so gruff, the lion growl ; 
And when the moon so bright it shone. 
We saw the wolf look up and howl ; 
I led you well, safe to our cell. 
While, tremblingly^ 
You said to me. 
And kisS'd so sweet — dear Wowski tell. 

How could I live without ye ? 

But now you come across the sea, 
' And tell me here no monsters roar ; 
You'll walk alone aAd leave poor me. 

When wolves to fright you howl no more. 
But ah ! think well on our old cell. 
Where, tremblingly, 
\ou kissed poor me, — 
Perhaps you'll say — dear Wowski tell, ^ 

How can I live without ye? 
[Exit fTowsH, L. 
Trudge* £h I who have we here ? 

JEtUer First Planter, r. 
Plant, (r.) Hark'ee, young man ! Is that young Indian 
of your's going to our market i 

Trudge, (l.) Not she—she never went to market in all 
her life. 
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PltMt* I mean, is she for oar sale of slaves ? our black 
fiiir? 

Trudge. A black fair ! ha ! ha I ha ! Yoa hold it on a 
a brown green, I suppose. 

Plant. She's your slave, I take it? 

Trudge. Yes $ and I'm her humbJe servant, I take it. 

Plant* Aye, aye, natural enough at sea. — ^But at how 
much do you value her ? 

Trudge* Just as much as she has saved me — My own Hfe. 

Plumt, Pshaw ! you mean to sell her ! 

Trudge* \,Siarmg.'\ Zounds I what a devil of a fellow! 
— sell Wows I — my poor, dear, dingy wife ! 

Plant* Come, come, I've heard your stofyfrom the ship. 
Don't let's haggle ; I'll bid as foir as any trader amongst 
OS : but no tricks upon travellers, young man, to raise.your 
price.'— —Your wife, indeed ! Why she's no Christian ? 

Trudge* No ; but I am ; so I shall do as I'd be done 
by, Master Black-niarket: and, if you were a good one 
yourself, you'd know, that fellow feeling for a poor body, 
who wants your help, is the noblest mark of our religion. 
— I wou'dn't be articled clerk to such a fellow, for the 
world. 

Plant* Hey-dcy ! The booby's in love with her ! Why, 
sui-e, friend, you would not live here with a Black ? 

l^udge. Plague on*t ; there it is. I shall be laugh'd 
out of my honesty, here.-«But you may be jogging, friend ; 
1 may feel a little queer, perhaps, at shewing her face- 
but, dam'me, if ever 1 do any thing to make me ashamed 
of shewing my own. 

Plant. Why, I tell you, her very complexion 

TYudge. Rot her complexion. — I'll tell you what, Mr. 
Fair-trader : if your head and heart were to change places, 
I've a notion you'd be as black in the face as an ink-bottle. 

[Esit Trudge into the Inn, l. s. e* 

Plant* Pshaw I the fellow 's a fool — a rude rascal — ^he 
ought to be sent back to the savages, again. He's not fit 
to live among us. Christians. ^ [Exit Planter , b» 

Enter Inkle and a Second Planter, r. u. b. 

Inkle* (l.) Nay, Sir, I underetand your customs well x 
your Indian markets are not unknown to me. 

Second P* And, as you seem to understand business, I 
need not tell you that dispatch is the soul of it Her name 
you toy is — 

Inhle* Yarico : but urge this no more, I beg you. I 

c 3 
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must not listen to it: for, to speak freely, her anxious care 
of me demands, that here, — ^though here it may seem 
strange — 1 should avow ray love for her. 

Second P. Lord help you, for a merchant!— It's the first 
time I ever heard a trailer tallc of love ; except,, indeed, 
the love of trade, And the love of the Sweet jifoliff^ my 
ship. 

Inkle* Then, Sir, yon cannot feel my situation* 

Second P. O yes, 1 can 1 We have a hundred such cases 
just after a voys^e; but they never last long on land. It's 
amazing how constant a youAg man is in a ship ! But, in 
two words, will'you dispose of her, or no ? 

Inkle, In two words then, meet me here at noon, and 
we'll speak further on this subject : and, lest you think I 
trifle wiUi your business, hear why I wish this pause. 
Chance threw me, on my passage to your island, among a 
savage people. Deserted, — defenceless, — cut off from my 
companions^— my life at stake, — to this young creature I 
owe my preservation ; — she found me, like a' dying bough, 
torn from its kindred branches ; which, as it drooped, she 
moistened with her tears. 

Second P, Nay, nay, talk like a man of this world. 

Inkle, Ydur patience. — And yet your interruption goes 
to my present feelings ; for on our ssdl to this your island 
—the thoughts of time misspent— doubt — fears— or call it 
what you will — have jnuch perplexed me ; and as your 
spires arose, reflections still rose with them ; for here. Sir, 
lie my interests, great connections, and other weighty mat" 
ters — which now I need not mention— 

Second P, But which her presence here will mar. 
. Inkle. Even so — ^And yet the gratitude I owe her ! 
, Second P* Pshaw ! So because she preserved your life, 
yQur gratitude is to make you give up all you have to live 
upon. - 

Inkle, Why, in tiiat light, indeed*.«>ThiS never struck me 
yet: I'll think on't. 

. Second P, Aye^ aye, do so*— Wliy, what return can the 
wench Avish more than taking her from a wild,' idle, sa- 
vage people, and providing for her, here, with reputable 
hard work, in a genteel, polished, tender. Christian coun- 
try ? 

Inkle. Well, Sir, at noon 

Second P. Til meet you — but remember, young gentle- 
man, you must get her off your hands — you must indeed. 
— I shall have her a bargain, I see that — your servant!— 
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Zounds ! how late it U — but never be put out of your way 
for a woman — I must ruu—niy wife will play the devil witli 
me for keeping breiU&fast. lEaity k. 

. Inkle. Trudge. 

Enter Trudge, l. s. e. 

Trudife. Sir! 
. Itikle* . Have you provided a good apartment ? 

Trudge, (u) Yes, Sir, at the Crown here; a neat^ 
spruce room they tell me. You have not seen such a con- 
veuietit lodging this good wliile, I believe. 

Irthte, (r.) Are there no better inns in the town ? 

Trudge* Um Why there's the Lion, I hear, and the 

Bear, and the Boar— but we saw them at the door of our last 
•lodgings, and found but bad accommodations within. Sir. 

Inkle* Well, run to the end of the quay, and conduct 
Yarico hither. The road is striugHt before you : you can't 
miss it. /. 

Trudge, [Cronet, R.] Very well. Sir. What a fine thing 
it is to turn one's back on a master, without ruHuing into 
a wolfs belly. One can follow one's nose on a message 
here, and be sure it won't be bit off by the way. [£<rt7, r. 

Inkle* Let me reflect a little. P8baw, my interest, ho- 
noui', engagements to Narcissa, all demand it My fa- 
ther's precepts, too — I can remember, when I was a lx)y, 
what pains he took to mould me! — Schooled me from 
morn to night — and still the bbrthen of his song was — 
Prudence ! Prudence, Thomas, and youMl rise. His max- 
ims rooted in my heart, and as I grew-^theg grew ; till I 
was reckoned; among our friends, a steady, sober, soKd, 
' good young man ; and all the neighbours called me the 
prudent Mr, Thomas* And shall I tiow, at once, kfck 
down die character, which. 1 have raised so warily ? - Part 
with, hei'*— Tiie thought once, struck me in our cabin, as 
she iay sleeping by me ; but, in our slumbers, she past 
ler arm around me, murmured a blessing on my^name, and 
broke my meditations. 

' ^ Enter Yarico and Trudge, r. s. e* 

Yar, My love ! 

Trudge, 1 have been shewing her all the wigs and bales 
of goods we met on the quay. Sir. 

Yar, Oh ! I have feasted my eyes on wonders. 

Trudge* And I'll go feast on a slice of beef, in the inn, 
here. \_H^xity L. u. e. 
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Yar. My mind has been so busy, that I almost forgot 
even you. I wish you had staid with me, — you would have 
seen such sights t 

Inkle, (l.) Those sights are now grown familiar to me, 
Yarico. 

Yar, (r.) And yet I wish they were not-^You might 
partalse my pleasures — ^but now again, methinks I will not 
wish so — for, with too much gazing, you might neglect 
poor Yarico, 

Inkle, Nay, nay, my care is still for you. 

Yar, I'm sure it is : and if I thought it was not, I'd tell 
you tales about our poor old grot — bid you remember our 
palm-tree near the brook, where iu the shade ypu often 
stretched yourself, while I would take your head upon my 
lap, and sing my love to sleep. I know you'll love rae 
then. 

SONG. 

Oui' grotto was the sweetest place ! 

The bending bows, with fragrance blowing. 
Would check the brook's impetuous pace. 

Which murmur'd to be stopt from flowing. 
'Twas there we met, and gazed our fill. 

Ah ! think on this, and love me still. 

'Twas then my bosom first knew fear, 
— Fear, to an Indian maid a stranger — 

The war-soug, arrows, hatchet, spear. 
All warn'd me of my lover's danger. 

For him did cares my bosom fill ; 
Ah ! think on this, and love me still. 

[Ejfeunt, u s. b. 

SCENE II. — An Apartment in the house of Sir Christopher 

' Curry, 

Enter Sir Christopher and Medium, r. 

Sir Chr. I tell you, old Medium, you are all wrong. 
Plague oh your doubts ! Inkle shall have my Narcissa. 
Poor fellow ! I dai'e say he's finely chagrined at this tem- 
porary parting — ^Eat up with the blue devils, I warrant 

il/^. (r.) Eat up by the black devils, I warrant ; for I 
left him iu hellish hungry company. 

Sir C, (l.) Pshaw ! he'll arrive with the next vessel, 
depend ou't — besides, have not I had this in view ever since 
they were children ? I must and will have it so, I tell you. 
Is not it, as it were, a marriage made above ? lliey shall 
meet, I'm positive. 
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Med. Shall they ? Then they must meet where the mar- 
riage was made ; for hang me, if I thinlc it will ever hap- 
pen below. 

Sir C. Ha !— and if that is the case-Oiang me, if 1 tiiink 
you'll ever be at the celebration of it 

Med. Yet, let me tell yon, Sir Christopher Curry, my 
^aracter is as unsullied as a sheet of white paper. 

Sir C, Well said, old fool's-cap ! and it's as mere a 
blank as a sheet of white paper. You are honest, old Me- 
dium, by comparison, just as a fellow sentenced to trans- 
portation is happier than his companion condemned to the 
gallows. — Very worthy, because you are no rogue ; tender- 
hearted, because ¥Ou never go to fires and executions ; and 
an affectionate father and husband, because you never pinch 
your children, or kick your wife out of bed. 

Med. And that, as the world goes, is more than every 
'man can say for himself. Yet, since you force me to speak 
my positive qualities — but, no matter,— ryou remember me 
in London ; and didn't I, as Member of the Humane So- 
ciety, bring a man out of the New River, who, it was af- 
terwards found, had done me an injury ? 

Sir C. And, dam'roe. If I would not kick any man into 
the New River that had done me an injury. There's the 
difference of our honesty. Oons ! if you want to be an 
honest fellow, act from the impulse of nature. Why, you 
have no more gall than a pigeon. 

Med. Ha ! You're always so hasty ; among the hodge- 
podge of your foibles, passion is always predominant. 

Sir C So much the better. — Foibles, quotha ? foibles 
are foils tliat give additional lustre to the gems of virtue. 
You have not so many foils as 1, perhaps. 

Med* And, whaf s more, I don't want 'em. Sir Christo- 
j^er, I thank you. 

Sir C. Very true ; for the devil a gem have you to set 
off with 'em. 

Med. Well, well ; I never mention errors ; that, 1 
flatter myself, is no disagreeable quality.— It don't become 
me to say you are hot. 

Sir C. 'Sblood ! but it does become you : it becomes 
everv man, especially an Englishman, to speak the dictates 
of his heart. 

Enter Servani\, l. 
* Serv. An English vessel, sir, just arrived in the harbour. 

Sir C. A vessel f Od's my life! —Now for the news— >lf 
it is but as I hope — Any dispatches ? 
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Serv» This letter, sir, broughlby a sailor from the quay. 

lExUy JL. 

Sir C. Now for it ! If Inkle is but amongst 'em — 
Zounds ! Tm all in a flutter. 

A/ed, Well, read. Sir Christopher. 

Sir C. {Opening th9 letter,'] Huzza ! here it is. f He's 
safe-p-safe and sound at Barbadoes. [Reudinff^ 

" Sir^ 
** My master, Mr, Jnkle, is just arrived in yottr harbour." 
Here, read, read ! old Metlium — [ Gives the letter to Medium. 
Med, Urn* ^Reading.'] — ** Your harbour ; we were taken 
up by an English vessel on the \4th ult. He only waits till I 
have ptiff^d his hair, to pay his respects to you, and Mise 
Narcissa. In the mean time, he has ordered me to brush up 
this letter /or your honour from 

" Vour humble Servant, to command, 

'\Timothy Trudge." 

Sir C, Hey-day 1 Here's a 8t}'le ! the voyage has jum« 
,bled the fellow's brains out of their places ; the water has 
made his head turn round. But no matter; mine turns 
round, too* I'll go and prepare Narcissa directly : they 
shall be married, slap-dash, as soon as he comes from the 
quay. From Neptune to Hymen ; from the hammock to 
&e bridal bed — Ha ! old boy ! 

Med. Well, well ;--don't flurry yourself — ^you're so hot! 

Sir C. Hot! blood, arn't I in the West Indies ? Arn't I 
Governor of Barbadoes ? He shall have her as soon as he 
sets his foot on shore. ** But, plague on't, he's so slow." 
— She shall rise to him like Venus out of 'the sea. His 
hair puff"d ! He ought to have been puffing, here, out of 
breath, by this time. 

Med. Very true; but Venus's husband is always sup- 
posed to be lame, you know. Sir Christopher. 

Sir C. Well, now do, my good fellow, run down to the 
shore, and see what detains him. [Burrying him^qf, 

Med. Well, well ; I will, I will. lEait, «.. 

Sir C In the.mean time, I'll get ready Narcissa, and all 
shall be concluded in a second. My heart 's set upon it. — 
Poor fellow ! after all his rumbles, and tumbles, and jum- 
bles, and fits of despair — I shall be rejoiced to see him. I 
have not seen him since he was that high. — But, zounds ! 
he's so tardy ! 

Enter Servant, l. 

Serv. A strange gentleman, sir, from the quay, desires 
to see you. 
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SirC. From the quay? Od's my life!— "Hs he 

Inkle ! Show him up directly. [Eant Servant, l.] The 
rogue is expeditious, after all. — I'm so happy. 

Enter Campley, l. 

My dear fellow ! [Embracing him — shake* hands,} I'm re- 
joiced to see you* Welcome ! welcome here, with all my 
soul ! 

Camp, (l.) This reception, Sir Christopher, is beyond 
my warmest wishes — Unknown to you . 

Sir C. (r.) Aye, aye ; we shall be better acquainted by 
and by. Well, and how, eh ! tell me I-^but old Medium 
and I have talked over your affair a hundred times a day, 
ever since Narcissa.ai rived. 

Camp, You surprisse me ! Are you then really acquainted 
with the whole affair ? 

Sir C, Every tittle. 

Camp, And, can you, sir, pardon what is past ?-t- 

Sir C, Poh ! how could you help it ? 

Camp, Very true — sailing in tl»e same ship — and — 

Sir C. Aye, aye ; but we have had a hundred conjec- 
tures about you. Your despair arid distress, and all that — 
Your's must have been a dainn'd situation, to say the truth. 

Camp, Cruel, indeed, Sir Christopher! and I flatter my- 
self will move your compassion. I have been almost in- 
clined to despair, indeed, as you say ; but when you con- 
sider the past state of my mind the black prospect be- 
fore me. — 

Sir C, Ha ! ha ! black enough, I dare say. 

Camp, The difficulty I have felt in bringing' myself face 
to face to you. 

Sir C. That I am convinced of— but I knew you would 
come the first opportunity. 

Camp, Very true : yet the distance between the Gover- 
nor of Barbadoes and myself. [Bowing, 

Sir C, Yes — a devilish way asunder. 

Camp, Granted, sir: which has distressed me with the 
cruellest doubts as to our meeting. 

Sir C, It was a toss up. 

Camp, The old gentleman seems devilish kind — Now' to 
soften him- {Aside.'\ Perhaps, sir, in your younger days 
you may have been in the same situation yourself. 

5iV C. Who? 1! 'Sblood! no, never in my life. 

Camp, I wish you had, with all my soul. Sir Christopher. 

Sir C, -Upon my soul, sir, I am very much obliged to 
you. [Bowing, 
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Camp, As what, I now mentiou might have greater 
weight with you. 

Sir C. Poh ! pr*ythee ! I tell you, I pitied you from the 
bottom of my heart 

Camp. Indeed ! If, idth your leave, I may still Teuture 
to mention Miss Narcissa-— .' 

Sir C. An impatient, sensible young dog ! like me to a 
hair ! Set your heart at rest, my boy. She's your's ; your** 
before to*morrow morning. 

Camp. Amazement ! I can scarce believe my senses. 

Sir C, Zounds ! you ought to be out of your senses : 
but dispatch— make short work of it, ever while you live^ 
my boy. 

Enter Narcissa, r. 

Here girl t here's your swain. [ To Narcissa^ 

Camp, (l.) I just parted with my Narcissa on the quay, 
sir. 

Sir C. (c.) Did you ! Ah, sly dog — had a meeting before 
you came to the old gentleman. — But here — [Puitv/igher 
acro8s to c] — ^I'ake him, and make much of him-~aud, for 
fear of further separations, you shall e'en be tacked toge- 
ther directiy.; What say you, girl ? 

Camp, (l.) Will my Narcissa consent to my happinesis ? 

Nar, (c) I always obey my father's commands, with 
pleasure, sir. 

Sir C. (r.) Od ! Vm so happy, I hardly know which 
way to turn ; but we'll have the carriage directly ; drive 
down to the quay ; trundle old Spintezt into church ; and 
hey for matrimony ! [Crosses, l. 

Camp. With all my heart. Sir Christopher i the sooper 
the better. . . ' . 

Sir Christopher, Campley, Narcissa. 

Catrtp^ Your Colinettes, and Arriettes, 
Your Damons of the grove. 
Who like fallals, and pastorals, 
Waste yeai'S in love ! 
But modern folks know better jokes. 

And courting once begun. 
To church they hop at once — and pop — 
Egad, all's done ! 

Nar. When at our feet, so trim and neat. 
The powder'd lover sues 
He vows he dies, the lady sighs. 
But can't refuse. 
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Ah ! how can slie, unmov'd, e*er 

Her swain his death iucvr ? 
If once the squire is seen expire^ 
He lives with h«r. 
AU. In life, &c. &c. \^Bweimt, l. 



END OF ACT If. 



ACT III. 

SCENE h^Tke Quay. 

Enter Patty, r. 

Pat. Mercy on as ! what a walk I have had of it ! Well, 
matters go on swimmingly at the Governor's. ---The old gen- 
tleman has ordered the carriage, and the ^oung couple will 
be whisk'd, here, to church, in a quarter of an hour. My 
business is to prevent young sobersides, young Inkle» from 
appearing, to interrupt the ceremony* — Ha ! here's the 
Crown, where I hear he is housed. So now to find Trudge, 
^d trump up a story, in the true style of a chambermaid. 
[Goes into the house, l. s. e. — Patty wUhin.] I tell you 
it don't signify, and I will come up. {Trudge untMn.] 
But it does signify, and you can't come up. 

Re-enter Patty, with Trudge, l. s. ^.from Irm. 

Pat. {jr.?) You had better say at once, I shan't. 

Tmdge. (l.) Well, tlien, you shan't 

Pat, Savage! Pretty behaviour you have picked up 
amongst the Hyttypots ! Your. London civility, like London 
itself, will soon be lost in smoke, Mr. Trudge ; and the 
politeness you have studied so long in Threadneedle-street, 
blotted out by the blacks you have been living with. 

Trudge* No such thing; I practised my politeness all the 
while I was in the woods. Our very IcMJging taught me 
good manners ; for I could never bring myself to go into it 
without bowing. 

Pat. Don't tell me ! A mighty civil reception you give a 
body,' truly, after a six weeks' parting : . 

Trudae. Gad, you're right ; I am a little out here, to be 
aure. [Kisses her.'] Well, how do you do ? 

Pat. Pshaw, fellow ! I want none of your kisses. 

Trudge. Oh! very well— I'll take it again. 

lOfers to kiss her. 
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Pat. Be quiet I want to see Mr. Tiikle : I have a mes- 
sage to him from Miss Narcissa. I shall get a sight of him, 
now, I believe. 
Trudge, May be not. He's a little busy at present 
Fat, Busy— iia ! Plodding ! What \ he*s at his multiplica- 
tion again? 

Trudge. Very likely ; so it would be a pity to interrupt 
him» you know. 

Pat. Certainly ; and the whole of my business was to 
prevent his hurrying himself.— 'rell him, we shan't be 
ready to receive him. at the Governoi-'s, till to-morrow, 
d'ye hear? 

Trudge. No? 

Pa$. No. .Things are not prepared. Sir Christopher 
intends Mr. Inkle, you know, for his son-in-law, and must 
receive him in public form, (which can't be till to-raorrow 
morning,) for the honor of his governorship ; whyythe whole 
island will ring of it 

Trudge, The devil it will ! 

Pat. Yes ; they have talked of nothing but my mistress's 
beauty and fortune, for these six weeks. Then he'll be in« 
troduced to the bride, you know* 

Trudge. O, my poor master ! 
■ Pat* Then a public breakfast ; then a procession ; then 
— ^if nothing happens to prevent it, he'll get into church 
and be married, in a crack. 

Trudge* Then he'll get into a damn*d scrape, in a crack. 

PfU. Hey-day ! a scrape ! The holy state of matrimony I 

Trudge, It must out — Patty ! 

Pat. Well > 

Trudge. Can you. keep a secret? 

Pat Try me ! 

Trudge. Then, [^dspering,'} my master keeps a girl. 

Paf. Oh, monstrous ! another woman ? 

Trudge. As sure as one and one make two. 

Pat. [Astde.l Rare news for my mistress ! — Why, I cau 
hardly believe it : the grave, sly, steady, sober Mr, Inkle^ 
do such a thing ! 

Trddge* Poh I it is always your sly, sober fellows tiia^ 
go the most after the girls. 

Pat, Well ; I should sooner suspect you. 

Trudge. Me ! Oh Lord ! he ! he !— Do you think any 
smart, tight, little, black-eyed wench, wou'd be struck with 
my figure ? [Conceitedly. 

Pat. Pshaw ! never mind your figure. Tell me how it 
bappen'd ? 
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Trudge. Vou shall hear : when the ship left us ashore, 
tny master tnrn'd as pale as a sheet of paper. It isn't every 
body that 's blest with courage, Patty. 

PaK True ! 

Trudge. However, f bid him cheer up ; told him, to 
stick to my elbow : took the lead, and began our march. 

Pat. Well ? . 

Trudge. ,We hadn't gone far, when a damn'd one-eyed 
black boar, that gi'iun'd like a devil, came down the hill 
in jog trot ! My master melted as fast as a pot of pomatum ! 

Pat, Mercy on us ! 

Trudge. But what does I -do, but whips out m^ desk- 
knife, that I used to cut the quills with at home ; met the 
monster, and slit up his throat like a pen.— The boar bled 
like a pig. 
' Pat. Lord ! Trudge, what a great traveller you are ! 

Trudge. Yes ; I remember we fed on the flitch for a 
week. 

Pfl/. Well, well ; but the lady. 

Trudge* The lady ? Oh, true* By ancl bv, we came to a 
cave— a large hollow room, under ground, like a ware- 
house in the Adelphi.-.-Well ; there we were half an hour, 
before f could get him to go in ; -there's no accounting for 
fear, you know. At last, iu we went to a place hung round 
-with skins, as it might be a furrier's shop, and tliere \yas 
a fine lady, snoaring on a bow and arrows. 

Pfl/. What, all alone? 

Trudge. Eh ! No no Hum— She had a young 

lion by way of a lap-dog. 

Pat. Gemini ; what did you do ? 

Trudge. Gave her a jog, and she open'd her eyes— she 
struck my master immediately. 

Pat, Mercy on us ! with what ? 

Trudge, With her beauty^ you ninny, to be sure : and 
they soon brought matters to bear. The wolves witnessed 
the contract — I gave her away— the crows crdak'd Amen ; 
and we had board and lodging for nothing. 

Pat. And this is she he has brought to Barbadoes ? 

Trudge. The same. 

Pat. Well ; and tell me. Trudge ; — she's pretty, you 
say— is sht fair or brown ? or 

Trudge. Um ! she's a good comely copper- 
Pa?. How! atawney? 

Trudge. Yes, quite dark ; but very elegant ; like a Wedg- 
wood tea-pot* 

n2 ^ I 
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Put, Oh ! the monster ! the filthy fellow t Live wMh a 
bUckaraoor \ 

Trudge. Why there's no great harm in it, I hope f 

Pat, Faugh ! I wouldn't let him kiss me for the world : 
he*d make my facfc all smutty. 

Trudge, Zoands ! you are mighty nice all of a sudden ; 
but I'd have you to know. Madam Patty, that blackamoor 
ladles, as you call 'em, are some of the very few, whose 
complexions never rub off! S'bud, if they did/ Wows and 
I should have changed faces by this time — ^But mum ; not 
a word for your life. 

Pat, Not 1 ! except to the^overuor and family. \Atide,'\ 
But I must run — and, remember. Trudge, if your master 
has made a mistake' here, he has himself to thank for his 
pains. ^ [Ejeit Patty, a. 

Trudge, Pshaw ! these girls are so plaguy proud of their 
white and red ! but I won't be shamed out of Wows, that's 
flat. Master, to be sure, while we were in the forest, 
taught Yarico to read, wHh bis pencil and pocket-book. 
What then ? Wows comes on line and haX. in her lessons. 
A little awkward at first, to foe sure. — Ha! ha! she's so 
used to feed with her hands, that I cant get her to eat her 
Tictaals, in a genteel. Christian way, for the soul of me $ 
when she his stuck a morsel on her fork, she don't know 
how to guifiw* it, but pops up her knuckles to her mouth, 
and the meat goes up to her ear. But, no matter — After 
all the fine, flashy London girls, Wowski' s the wench for 
my vcu ney. 

SONG. 

A Clerk I was in Loudon gay^ 

Jemmy linkum feedle. 
And went in boots to see the play, 

Merry fiddlem tweedle. 
I march'd the lobby, twirled my stick, 

Diddle, daddle, deedle ; 
ITie girls all cry'd, <* He's quite the kick," 

Oh, Jemmy linkum feedle. 

'Hey ! for America I sail, 

Yankee doodle deedle ; 
The sailor bo^s cry'd, <' smoke his tail 1" 

Jemmy Imkum feedle. 
On English belles I turn'd my back, 

D&dle, daddle, deedle ; 
And get a foreign fair, quite black ! 

O twaddle, twaddle, tweedle ! 
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Your tendon girls, with roguish trip', ] 

Wheedle, wheedle, wheedle. 
May boast their pouting under-lip, 

Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 
My Wows would beat a hundred such,. 

Diddle, dadd}e,de«dJe, 
Whose upper- lip pout9 twice as wucb^ 

O, pretty doable wheedle I 

Rings I'll buy to deck her toes ; 

Jemmy liukumi feedle ; 
A feather fine shall gi-acc her nose : 

Waving fiddle feedle. 
With J5?alousy I ne'er shall burst ; 
' Who'd steal my b(Jne of bone-a? 
A white Othello, I can trust 

A dingy Desdemona. [EMtj l. 

SCENES 11.—^ Room in the Crown, 

Mnter Inkle, l. 

Jfikle, I know not what to''think — I have given her distant 
hints oi parting ; but still, so strong her confidence in 
my affection, sh^ prattles on without regarding me. Poor 
Yarico ! I must-^pot — canuot quit her. When I would speak, 
her look, her mere simplicity, disarms me : I dare not wound 
such innocence. Simplicity i& like a smiling babe ; which ^ 
to tiie. ruffian, that would murder it, stretching its little, 
naked, helpless arms,, pleads, speechless, its own cause* 
And yet Narcissa's family — 

j^f}/^ Trudge, l. 

Trudge, (l.) There he is, like a beau bespeaking a coa^ 
--doubting which colour to chustv^Sir — 
Inkle, (r.) What now?. 

Tru^e* Nothing unexpected. Sir: — I hope you won't 
be angry. 

Itikie, Angry ! 

Trudge* Ym sorry for it; but I come to give you joy^^ 
SirJ ' 

IfMe. Joy ! — '-of what ? 

Trudge, A wife. Sir ; a white one. — I know it will vex 
you ; but Miss Narcissa means to make you happ) to-mor- 
row morning. 

Inkle, To-morrow! 

Trudge, Ves, sir ; aud as I have becu out of empJoy,. in 

d3 - I 
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both my capacities, lately, after I have dressed your hair, 
I may draw up the marriage articles. 

Inkle, Wlience comes your ifitelligence. Sir? 

IVudge, Patty told me all that has passed in the Gover- 
nor's foraily, on the quay, sir. .Women, you know, can 
never keep a secret. Youll be introduced in form ; with 
the whole island to witness it 

InkTe* So public, tool Unlucky! 

Trudge* There will be nothing but r^oicings, in compli- 
ment to the weddipg, she tells me ; all noise and uproar ! 
Married people like it, they say. 

Inkle, Strange ! that I should be so Mind to my interest, 
as to be the only person this distresses 1 

Trudge, They are talking of nothing else but the match, 
it seems. 

Inkle, Confusion ! How can I, ip honour, retract ? ~ 

Trudge, And the bride's merits 

Inkle, True I — A fund of merits ! I would not — but 
from necessity— a case so nice as this — I — would not wish 
to retract 

Trudge. Then they call her so handsome. 

Inkle* Yerf true ! so handsome! the whole world would 
laugh at me : they'd call it folly to retract. 

Trudge» And then they say so much of her fortune. 

IrMe» O death ! it would be madnese to retract Surely, 
my faculties have slept, and this long parting from my Nar* 
pissa has blunted my sense of her accomplishments, lis 
this alone mi&es me bo weak and wavering. I'll see her 
immediately. {(^Mng acroM, l« 

T\7idge, Stay, stay^ Sir ; I am desired to tell you, the 
Governor won't open his gates to us till to-morrow mom- 
teg- 

Inkle, (l.) Well, be it* so ; it will give me time, at all 

events, to put my affiEurs in train. 

Trudge, (ft) Yes ; it's a short respite before execution y 
and if your honour was to go and cointbrt poor Madam Ya- 

Inkle, Damnation ! Scoundrel, how dare you dflfer your 
advice ? — I dread to think of her ! 

Trudge,, I've done. Sir, I've done — But 1 know I should 
blubber over Wows all night, if I thought of parting with 
her in the morning. 

Inkle, Insolence ! begone, Sir ! 

Trudge. Lord, sir, I only— • 

Inkle, Get down stairs, Sir, directiy. [Crosses ^ a. 
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Trudge: [Going oui,'] Ah! yon may- well put your hand 
to your head ; and a bad head it muBt be, to forget that 
Mkdam Yarico preyented her countrymen from peieling off 
the upper part of it [Ande, Eani, l. 

Inkle, 'Sdeath, what am I about ? How have I fllumber- 
ed ? " Rouse, rouse, good lliomas Inkle !" Is it I — I — 
who, in London, laughed at the younkers of the town — and 
when I saw their chariots, With some fine, tempting girl 
perked in the comer, cpme shopping to the city, would cry 
-—Ah]! — ^there sits ruin — there flies the Greenhorn's money ! 
then wondered with myself how men could trifle time on 
women ; or, indeed, think of any women without fortunes. 
And now, forsooth, it rests with me to turn romantic pup- 
py, and give up all for love.-^ive up ! — Oh, monstrous 
folly ! — ^thirty thousand pounds t 

Re-erUer Trudge, l. 

Trudge^ May I come in, sir ? 

Inkle. What does the booby want ? 

Trudge. Sir, your uncle wants to see you> 

Inkle* Mr. Medium I show him up directly. 

[EofU Tradge^h. 
He must not know of this. To-morrow ! I wish this mar- 
riage.were more distant,' that I might break it to her by de- 
grees. She'd take my purpose better, were it leas suddenly 
delivered^ 

EnterMEXiWjyif t. 

Med* (u) Ah ! here he is ! Give me your hand, ne- 
phew! Welcome, welcome to Barbadoes, with all my 
heart ! 

Inkle, (r.) I am glad to meet you here, uncle ! 

Med. That you are, that you are, I'm sure. Lord ! 
Lord ! when we parted last, how I wtsh'd we were in a 
room together, if it was but the black hole ! ** Since we 
sundered," T have not been able to sleep Vnights, for 
thinking of you. I've Itud awake, and fancied I saw you 
sleeping your last, with your head in the lion's mouth, for 
a night-cap ; and I've never seen a bear brought over, to 
dance about the street, but I thought jroa might be bob- 
bing up and down in its belly* 

Inkle. I am very much obliged to you* 

Med* Ay, ay, I am happy enough to And you safe and 
sound, I promise you. But yon have a fine prospect be- 
fore you now, young man. I am come to take you with 
me to Sir Christopher^ who. Is impatient to see you. 
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- Itikle* To morrow, I hear, he expects me. 

Aled. To morrow I directly —this moment — ^in half a se- 
cond. — I left him standing on tip-toe as he calls it, txw 
embrace you ; and he's standing on tip-toe now in the* 
great parlour, and there he'll stand till you come to him. 

Inkle, Is he so hasty ? 

Med, Hasty ^ he*s sdl pepper— and wonders you are noft. 
with him, before ifs possible to get at him. Hasty, indeed '., 
Why he vows yon shall have his daughter tiiis very night. 

Inkle. What a situation ! 

Med. Why, it's hardly fair just after a voyage. But 
come, bustle, bustie, he'll thinlc you neglect him. He's- 
rare and touchy, I can tell you ; and if he once take» it 
into his head that you show the least slight to his daugh-» 
ter, it would knock Up all your schemes in a minute. 

Inkle. Confiision ! If he should hear of Yarico ! [Aside. 

Med. But at present you are all and all with him ; he 
has been telling me his intentions these six weeks : you'JI 
be a fine warm husbabd, I promise you. 

Inkle. This ctirsed connexion ! [A$ide. 

Med. It is not iot me, though, to tell you how to play 
yOur cards ; you are a prudent young man, and can make 
calculations in a wood. 

Inkle. Fooi; fool! fool! [Aiide. 

Med. Why, what the devil is the matter with you ?• 

Inkle, It must be done effectually, or all is lost ; mere 
parting would not condeal it. [Aside: crosses^ l. 

Med: Ah ! now he's got to his damned Square Root 
again^ I suppose, and Old Nick would not move him — 
Why, nephew! 

IMe. The planter- that I spoke with cannot be ai-rived 
—but, time is precious — the first I meet — common pru- 
denbe' now demands, it. I'm fixed ; I'll part with her.: 

[Aside t exit, l. 

Med* Damn me, but he's mad ! The woods have turned 
the poor boy's brains ; he's scalped, and gone crazy ! 
Hollo! Inkle 1 Nephew ! Gad, I'll spoil your arithmetic, f 
i^varraut me. [Eaiiy l^; 

SCENE llh-^Tlie Quay. • 

Mnter Sir Christopheb Curry, r. 

Sir €• Od's my life ! I can scarce cont^n my happiness. 
I have left them safe in church in the middle of the cere-> 
mouy. ] ought to have given Narcissa away, they toldt 
me ; but l caperedabout so much for joy, that Old Sp.in,<i. 
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text advised me to go and cool my heels on the qaay, till it 
was all over. Od, I'm so happy ; and they shall see, now, 
what an old fellow can do at a wedding. 

Enter Inkle, l. s. k. 

Inkle, (l.) Now for dispatch ! HarbL'ee, old gentleman ! 

{To the Governor* 

Sir C. (r.) Well, young gentleman ! 

Inkle, if I mistake not, I know your business here. 

Sir C, 'Egad, I believe half the Island knows it, by this 
time. 

Inkle, Then to the point — I have a female whom I wish 
to part with. 

Sir €. Very likely ; it's a common case, now a-days» 
with many a man. 

Inkle* If you could satisfy me you would use her 
mildiy, and treat her with more kindness than is usual— 
for I dan tell yon she's of no common stamp — ^perhaps we 
might agree. 

Sir C. Oho! a slave t Faith, now I think oo't, my 
daughter may want an attendant or two extraordinary ; and 
as yon say she's a delicate girl, above the common run, and 
none of your thick-lipped, flat- nosed, squabby, dumpling 
dowdies, I don't much care if — 

Inkle, And for her treatment — 

Sir C. Look ye, young man ; I love to be plain : I shall 
ti'eat her a good deal better than you would, I fancy ; for, 
though I witness this custom everyday, I can't help think* 
ing the only excuse for buying our fellow creatures is to 
rescue 'em from the hands of those who are unfeeling 
enough to bring them to market. 

Inkle, Fair words, old gentleman ; an Englishman won't 
put up with an affront. 

Sir C. An Englishman! More shame for you! Men, 
who so fully feel the blessings of liberty, are doubly cruel 
in depriving the helpless of their freedom. 

Jnkle. Let me assure you, sir, 'tis not my occupation ; 
but for a private reason—an instant pressing necessit y 

Sir C. Well, well, I have a pressing necessity too ; I 
can't stand to talk now ; I expect company here presently ; 
but if yon'U ask for me to-morrow, at the Castle — 

Inkle. The Castle! 

Sir C. Aye, sir, the Castle ; the Governor's Castle ; 
known all over Barbadoes. 

Inkle, [Aeide.y 'Sdcath, this man must be on the Go* 
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vernor's establishment: his steward, perhaps, and sent after 
ifie, while Sir Christopher is impatiently waiting for me — 
I've gone too far ; my secret may be known-^As 'tis, I'll win 
this fellow to my interest : [7V> Sir C] One word more, 
sir : my business must be done immediately ; and, as you 
seem acquainted at the Castle, if you should see me there 
-—and there I mean to sleep to-night — ;— 

Sir C. The devil you do ! ' 

Inkle, Your finger on your lips ; and never breathe a 
syllable of this transaction. 

Sir C. No I Why not ? 

Inkle, Because, for reasons, which. perhaps you'll know 
to-morrow, I might be injured with tiie Governor, whose 
most particular friend I am* * 

Sir C. So ! here's a particular friend of mine, coming to 
sleep at my house, that I never saw in my life. I'll sound 
this fellow* [Aside.} J fancy, young gentleman, as* you 
are such a bosom friend of the Governor's, you cau hardly 
do any thing to alter your situation with him ?. 

Inkle. Oh ! pardon me ; but you'll find diat hereafter — 
besides, you, doubtless know his character ? 

Sir C. Oh, as well as I do my own. But let's under- 
stand one another. You may trust me, now you've gone so far. 
Yon are acquainted with his character, no doubt, to a hair ? 

Inkle. 1 am — I see we shall understand each other. You 
Icnow him too, I see, as well as I. — A very touchy, testy, 
hot old fellow. 

. Sir C [Aside.'] Here's a scoundrel! I hot and touchy! 
Zounds ! I can hardly contain my passion ! — But I won't 

discover myself. I'll see the bottom of this [To fnkle.\ 

Well now, as we seem to have come to a tolersd)le explana-' 
tion — diet's proceed to business — ^bring me the woman. 

Inkle. No ; there you must excuse me. I rather would 
9void seeing her more ; and wish it to be settled without 
Biy seeming interference. My presence might distress her 
— You conceive me ? 

Sir C. Zounds ! what an unfeeling rascal !-^l^e poor 
girl 's in love with him, 1 suppose. No, no, fair audjopeu. 
My dealing's with you, and you only : I see her now, or I 
declare ofif. 

Inkle.. Well then, you must be satisfied: yonder's my 
servant — ha ! — a thought has struck me. Come here, sir. 

Enier Trudob, l. 
m write my purpose, aim aend it her by him—It's lucky 
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that I taught her to decypher t;haracters ; niy labour now 
Is paid. [Takes out Ms' pocket-book and writes*}— This is 
flotuewhat less abrupt ; 'twill soften iuatters. [ To Mmsel/.] 
Give this to Yarico ; then bring her hither with you. 

Trudge, I shall, Sir. [Going, l. 

Inkle. Stay ; come bade. This soft fool, if uninstruct- 
ed, may add to her distress : his drivelling sympathy may 
f«ed her grief, instead of soothing it. — When she has read 
this paper, seem to make light of it ; tell her it is a thing 
of course, done purely for her good. 1 hei*e inform het 
that I must part with her. D*ye understand your lesson ? 
' Trudge. Pa— part with Ma — madam Ya-ric-o ! 

Inhle, Why does the blockhead stammer ! — I have my 
reasons. No mutte-ring — And let me tell you, Sir, if your 
rare bargsun were gone too, 'twould be the better : she may 
babble our story of the forest, and spoil my fortune. 

Trudge. I'm sorry for it, Sir ; I have lived with you a long 
while ; I've half a year's wages too, due the 25th ti//. due 
for dressing your hair, and scribbling your parchments ; 
but take my scribbling ; take my frizzing ; take my wages ; 
and I, and Wows, will take ourselves off together —she 
saved my live, and rot me, if any thing but death shall 
part us. 

Ihkte. Impertinent ! Oo, and deliver your message. 

Trudge. I'm gone. Sir. Lord, Lord ! I never carried a 
letter with such ill will in all my born days. [Exit^ L. 

Sir C. Well—shall I see the girl > 

Inkle. She'll be here presently. One thing I had forgot : 
when she is your's, I need not caution you, after the hints 
I've given, to keep her from the Castle. If Sir Christopher 
should see her, 'twould lead, you know, to a discovery of 
what I wish conceal'd. 

Sir €. Depend upon me— Sir Christopher will know no 
more of our meeting than he does at this moment 

Inkle, your secrecy shall not be unrewarded ; I'll re*- 
commend you, particularly, to his good graces. 

Sir C. Thank ye, thank ye ; but I'm pretty much in his 
good graces, us it is ; I don't know any body he has a 
greater respect for." 

He-enter Trudge, l. 

Inkle. Now, sir, have you peiformed your message ? 

Trudge. Yes, I gave her the letter. 
'Inkle. And where is Yarico ? Did she say she'd come ? 
4idn't you do as you were order'd ? didn't you speak to 
her? 
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Trudge. I couldn't. Sir, I couldii't— I intended to Mty 
what you bid me — ^but I felt such a pain ia my throat, f 
couldn't speak a word, for the soul of me ; and so, Sir, I fell 
a crying. 

JakU. (c.) Blockhead 1 

Sir C, (r.) 'Sblood, but he's a very honest blockhead. 
Tell me, my good fellow — ^what said the wench ? 

Trttdge* (l.) Nothing at all , Sir. She sat down with her 
two hands claspM on her knees, and look'd so pitifully in 
my face, I could not stand it. Oh, here she comea. I'll 
go and find Wows : if I must be melancholy, «he shall keep 
me company. [EsUf L. 

Sir C. Qd's my life, as comely a wench as ever I saw! 

Enter Varico, l., who looks for some time in Inkles /ace, 
bursts ifito tears, and /alls on his neck. 

Inble. (c.) In tears ! nay, Yarico ! why this ? 

Var, (l>) Ob, do not— do not leave me! 

Inkle. Why, Smple girl 1 I'm labouring for your good. 
My interest, here, is nothing : I can do nothing from my- 
self : you are ignorant of our country's customs. I must 
give way to men mone powerful, who will not have me 
with you. But see, my Varico, ever anxious for yotur 
welfare, I've found a kind, good person who wHl protect 
you. 

Varies, Ah ! why not you protect me ? 

Inkle. I have no means — how can I ? 

Var. Just as I sheltered you. Take me to yonder 
mountain, where I see no. smoke from tall, high houses, 
filled with your cruel countrymen. None of your princes, 
tiiere, wiU'come to take me from you. And should they 
stray that way, we'll find a lurking place, just like my own 
poor cave ; where many a day I sat beside you, and bless- 
ed the chance that brought yon to it — ^that I might save 
your life. 

Sir C. (r.) His life! Zounds! my blood lioils at the 
scoundrel's ingratitude I 

Yar. Come, come, let us go. I always feared these cities. 
Let's fiy and seek the woods ; and there we'll wander 
hand in hand together. No cares shall vex us then— We'll 
let the day glide by in idleness ; and you shall sit in the 
shade, and watch the sun-beam playing ou the brook, 
while I sing the song that pleases you. No cares, love, but 
for food— and we'll live cheerily, I warrant — In the fresh, 
early morning, you shall hunt down our game, and f will 
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pick yott berries— and then, at night. Til trim oor bed of 
leaves, and lie me down in peace* — Oh ! we shall be so 
happy ! — 

Ivitk, Hear me, Yarico. My countrymen and yours dif- 
fer as much in minds as in complexions. We were not 
bom to live in woods and caves— to seek subsistence by pur- 
suing beasts — We Christians, gid, hunt money ; a thing un- 
known to you—- But, here, 'tis money which brings us ease, 
iplenty, command, power, every tiling ; and, of course, hap- 
piness. You are the bar to [my atoning this ; therefore 
'tis necessary for my good— «-and which I think you 
value 

Yar. You know I do, so much, that it would break my 
heart to leave you. 

Inkle. But we must part. If you are seen with me, I 
shall lose all. 

Yar, I gave up all for you — my friends — my country : 
all that was dear to me : and still grown dearer, since you 
Sheltered there — All, all was left for you — and, wereit now 
to do again — again I'd cross the seas, and follow you all 
the world over. 

Inkle^lWe idle time, Sir : she is yonr's. See you obey 
this gentleman ; 'twill be the better for you. [Goinff, 

[PuU Yarico across to c. 

Yar, (c.) O barbarous ! [HolAtff him,] Do not, do not 
abandon me ! 

Inkle, (l.) No more. 

Yar. Stay but a little : 1 shan't live long to be a burden 
to you : Your cruelty has cut me to the heart. Protect me 
but a little— K>r I'll obey this man, and undergo all hard- 
ships for your good ; stay but to witness them. — I soon 
shall sink with grief; tari7 till then ; and hear me bless 
your name when I am dying; and beg you, now and then, 
when I am gone, to heave a sigh for your poor Yarico. 

Inkle, I dare not listen. You, sir, I hope, will take 
good care of her. {Goifig, 

Sir C. Care of her !— that I will— I'll cherish her like 
my own daughter ; and pour balm into the heart of a poor, 
innocent girl, that has been wounded by the artifices of a 
scoundrel. 

Inkle. Hall ! 'Sdeath, sir, how dare you ! — 

Sir C, 'Sdeath, sir,- how dai'e you look an honest man 
in the face ? [Crosses, c. 

Inkle, (l.) Sir, you shall/eel — 

^i> C, (c.) Feel ! — Ifs m'ore then ever yon did. I be- 

B 
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liei«w Mean , Mrdid , wMtck ! dead to aU Mnseof honoitr^ 
gratitude, or haaMUB^ — I never heard of such barbaritf 1 
I have a sou-tn-law, who haa been left au the saaie sitaa- 
tiou i but, if I tbottffht bin capable of such ernelty, datelne 
if 1 would not return hin to wa, with a peck loaf, iu a 
cfiekle Bbell.— Come, coma, cheer up, my girl ! Yousfaan't 
waut a Iriend to proteet yo1^ I warrant you* 

[ Taking Varieo by the hmuh 
Inkle* Insolence ! The Governor shall bear of this m« 
ault. 

Sir C, The* Governor ! liar ! ' cheat ! rogue ! impostor ! 
breaking all ties yon ought to keep, and pretending to those 
you have no right to. The Governor never had auch a fel- 
low in the whole catalogue of his acqnaiutance— the Gover- - 
nor disowns you — the Governor disclaims you — ^the Gover- 
nor abhors you ; and, to your utter confusion, here atanda 
the Governor to tell you so* Here stands old Curry, who 
never talked to a rogue witkotit telling him what he ^ughk 
of him. 
Inkle* Sir Christopher !— Lost and undone I 
Med. [fVithout, l.] Hollo ! Young Multiplication $ 
- Zounds I I have been peeping in every cranny of the house. 
Why* young Rule-of-^ree 1 [Eniehfrom the Innt l. s. b.) 
Oh, here you are at last —Ah, Sir Christopher ! What, are 
you there ! too impatient to wait at home. But here's one 
that will make you easy, I fancy. 

[ Clapping Inkle on the shtmUer. 
Sir C. (c.) How came you to know him ? 
Med, Ha ! ha ! Wdl, that* s curious enough too. So 
you have been talking here, without finding out each other. 
Sir C No, no ; I have found him out with a vengeance. 
Med, Not you. Why this is the dear boy. It's my ne- 
phew, that is $ your son-in-law, that is to be. If s Inkle ! 

Sir C* It's a lie ; and you're a purblind old booby — ana 
this dear boy is a damn'd scoundreL 

Med* Hey-day, what's the meaning of this ? One was 
mad before, and he has bit the other, I suppose. 

Sir C. But here comes the dear boy.— the true boy— 4he 
jolly boy, piling hot from church, with my daughter. 

Enter Campley, Narcissa, and Patty, r. 

Med, Campley! 

Sir C, Who ? Campley ? — It's no such thing. 

Camp, That's my name, indeed, Sir Chfisto(%er. 

Sir C. The devil it is I And how came yon, Sir^ to im- 
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pose ap&tk me, aad ssMiine the nane of kikle ? a aanM 
which every man of honesty ought to be ashamed of. 

Camp, [Crosses to Sir C4 I uerer did. Sir. — Since I 
sailed from England with your daughter, my affiBc^on has 
daily encreaaed : and when I came toez))iaHi myself to you, 
by a number of coaeurring ctrcnmstanees, which I am now 
partly acquainted with, you mistook me for that geotlemao. 
Yet had I even then been aware of your mi^takcr I must 
confess, the regai^ for my owa bappineas would have 
tempted me to let you remain undeceived. 
: Sir 0. And did j&u, Nardssa, joib in — 

Nar» How could I, my dear sir, disobey you ? 

Pai. Lard^yonr honour, what young lady eould refuse 
a captain ? 

Camp, I am asolcfier, Sir Gfirktepher. Love and war is 
the soldier's motto ; though my income is trifling to your 
mtmuM son-in-law's, still the chauoe of war has enabled 
ne to support the object of my love above iodSgence* Her 
fortune. Sir Christopher, I do not cooMder myself by any 
means entitled to. 

, aUf €» 'Sbiood I but yoit must though. Give mo ysuir 
kmd, my young Mars, and Uess you both togetiier ! — 
Tbank you, tliank you for cheating an old fellow into gir- 
ing his daughter to a lad of spirit, when he was going to 
throw her away; upoa one in whose breast iAtt mean pas- 
sion of avarice smotlwrs the smallest spark of afliectioii or 
humanity. 

; Nar» I have this moment heard a story of a transaction 
in the forest, which, I own, would have rendered corapli«. 
anoe with your former demands very disagreeable. 

Pol. Yes, Sir, I told my mistress he had- brought over 
a. Hatty-pot gentlewoman. 

Sir C Yes, but he would have left ber fw you ; [ T6 
Karcitsa*} and you for his interest 4 and sold^you, perhaps, 
as be has liiis poor girl to me, as a requital for presemag 
his life. 

Nor. How! 

Enter Trvdgb and Wowski, l« 

Trudge. Come along. Wows ! take a long lost leave of 
your poor mistress: throw your pretty, ebony arms about 
her neck. 

fTotos, No, no ; — she not go ; you not leave poor Wow- 
sW. [ Throwing her arms about Varico, 

Sir €, Poor girl ! A companion, I take it ! 

Trtidgei A iking of my own, 3tr« I could'nt help^ fok 
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lowing my master's example in the woods. — Like master^ 
like man, Sir. 

' Sir C. But you would not sell her^ and be haug'd^to you, 
you dog, would you ? 

Trudge, Hang me, like a dog, if I would, Sir. 

Sir C. So say I to erery fellow that breaks an obligatioD 
due to the feelings of a man. . But, old Medium, what 
have you to say for your hopeful nephew. 

JUecf. 1 never speak ill of my friends, Sir Christopher. 

SimC. Pshaw 1 

Inkle. IComes down, h.'\ Then let me speak : hear me 
defend a conduct 

Sir C Defend ! Zounds 1 plead guilty at once— it*3 the 
only hope left of obtaining mercy. 

Inkle. Suppose, old' gentleman, you 1i^ a son? 

Sir C 'Sblood ! then I'd make him- an* honest fellow; 
and teach him that the feeling heart never knows greater 
pride than when it's employed in giving succour to the un- 
fortunate. I'd teach him to be his father's own son to a 
hair. 

Inkle» Even so my father tutored me, from infancy, 
bending ray tender mind, like a young sapling, tp his will 
.^-interest was the grand prop round which he twined my 
pliant gre^u affections : taught me in childhood to repeat 
old sayings-^all tending to his own fixed principles ; and 
the first sentence that I ever lisped, was Charily begim at 
home. 

Sir C. I shall never like a proverb again, as long as I 
live. 

Inkle. As I grew up, he'd prove — and by example-^ 
were I in want, 1 might e'en starve, for what the world 
cared for their neighbours ; why then should I care for the 
world,? Men now lived for themselves. These were his 
doctrines ; then. Sir, what would you say, should I, in spite 
of habit, precept, education, fly in my father's face, and 
spurn his^councils ? 

Sir C. *Say ! why, that you were a damned honest un« 
dutiful fellow. O, curse such principles! Principles, 
which destroy all confidence between man and man— '^fio- 
ciples, which none but a rogue could instil, and none but 
a rogue could imbibe. Pf iociples 

Inkle. Which I renounce. 
. SirC. Eh! • 

Inkle. Renounce entirely. Ill-founded precept too long 
has steeled my breast— but still 'tis valuerable^tJiis trial 
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was too much — uature, 'gainst habit, combating withiu me, 
has penetrated to my heart ; a heart, I own, long callous 
to the feelings ^^f sensibility; but now it ble«ds — and 
bleeds for my poor Yarico. Oh, let me clasp her to it, 
while 'tis glowing, and mingle tears of love and peniteoce. 

lEmbracing her. 

Trudge, [Capering ahmt$.'\ Wows, give me a kiss ! 

[fTmBski goes to Trudge. 

Tar. And shall we—shall we be happy ? , 

Inkle. Aye ; ever, ever, Yarico. 

Var. I knew we should-*and yet I feared—but shall I 
stSll watch over yoa ? Oh ! love, you surely gave your 
Yarico such pain only to make her feel this happiness the 
greater. 

fFow. IGoing to Yarico.'] Oh, Wowski so happy I — and 
yet I think I not glad neither. 

Trudge. Eh, Wows ! How ! — why not ? 

fTbw. 'Cause I can't help cry. 

Sir C. Then, if thatTs the case— curse me, if I think 
I'm very glad either. What tiie plague's the matter with 
my eyes ? — Young man, your band— I am now proud and 
happy to shake it. 

Med, Well, Sir Christopher, what do you say to my 
hopeful nephew now ? 

Sh- C. Say ! Why, confound the feljpw, I say, that it is 
ungenerous enough to remember the bad action of a man 
who has virtue left in his heart to repent it. As for you, 
my good fellow, [To Trudge.^ 1 must, with your master's 
permission, employ you myself. 

Trudge. O, rare !— Bless your honour !.-.Wows ! you'll 
be lady, you jade, to a Governor's factotum. 

ff ow. Iss. — I Lady Jacktotum. 

Sir C. Aud now, my young folks, we'll drive home, and' 
celebrate the wedding. Od's my life ! I long to be shak- 
ing a foot at the fiddles ; and I shall dance ten times the 
lighter for reforming an Inkle, while I have it in my 
power to reward the innocence of a Yai'ico. 

FINALE. 
" La BeUe Catherine." 

* 

Camp. Come let us dance and sing, ' 
^ While all Barba^pes bells shall riu^ 

Love scrapes the fiddle-string. 
And Venus plays the lute ; 
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Hymen gay foots away, 
Happy at our wedding-day. 
Cocks his chin, and figures in» 
To tabor, fife, and flute* 

Chorus* 

Come let us dance and sing^ 

While all Barbadoes bells shall ring, &c 

Nar. Since thus 'each anxious care 
Is vanished into empty air. 
Ah ! how can I forbear 

To join the jocund^dance ? 
To and fro, couples go," 
On the light fantastic toe, . 
While with glee, merrily. 

The rosy hours advance. Cftorut^ 

TVftdge* 'Sbobs ! now Tm fixed for life, 

My fortune*s fair, though black's my wife. 
Who fears domestic strife — 

Who cares now a souse ! 
Marry, cheer my dingy dear 
Shall find with her factotum here ; 
Night and day, Ml frisk and4)lay 

A)y>nt the house, with Wows. ChoTU9' 

Yar* When first the swelling sea 
Hither bore my love and me, 
What then my fate would be. 

Little did I think— 
Doomed to know care and woe^ 
Happy still is Yarico ; 
Since her love will constant prove. 

And nobly scorns to shrink* Ckana^ 
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Stttcation* 

< * *Ti8 EOuwHMi formB the oommon mind ; 
Just as the twig is bent, the tree 's inclined. 
Boastf al and rough* your first son is a' squire. 
The next a tradesman* meek, and mudi a liar ; 
Tom struts a soldier, open, bold, and brave ; 
Will sneaks a scriv'ner, an exceeding knave." 

Evert age has. its distinguishing^ feature : — Education is that of 
the present. Before, however, we can fairl)^ decide upon its ge- 
neral utility, we must consider it in -some of its various significa* 
tions. Were it asked of us, What is education ? we should 
reply. Thai which happens to be the whim or fashion of the day I 
Mot Uie acqvirement or solid, elc^^t, and essential knowledge ;. 
but of certain superficial indispensabies, that transform a man 
into a fiK>thy, ephemeral coxcomb ; and a woman into a vain, firi- 
Yolous coquet. We have discarded the ponderous learning of 
our fore&thers, for the light accomplishmeots of modem times ; 
substantial food, for whipt syllabttb,^two ruffles and never a shirt. 
This epidemic pervades both town and country. If Miss Sera^ 
phina Ske^, of Saint Mary Axe, is quite aujait at waltzing, 
and twangui{|^ the Harpaicoua^ ten to one but her nolessaccom- 

£lished consm can fwlez-vcua^ and cut the genteel caper at 
leie^iton-Buzzard. 

We are a reading public : every one, now-a-days, has an opi- 
nion of his own, and ne iis entitlol to it, when he has r^pilarly 
paid for it, in a magazine, or review ; 

'* The golden hair that Gallia wears, 

■ Is hers t — who would have thought it ? 
^ She swears 'tis hers ;— and txiie she swears. 

For I know where she boug^ it /'* 

It would be difficult to find a person that cannot talk fiuently 
about Moore, or Byron. There are certain literary names that 
fashion has converted into household gods ; and a good memory 
may ring the changes on them with considerable ec/a^. We 

A3 
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are become a natfon of critics, cranioloeiBts, and phflosophera ! 
Our Yery cooka are waxing inteUectaaf; and our meciarUc9f 
though they cannot break the head of Priadan^ ingeniously con- 
trive to puzzle their own : 

** They talk much of economy, mudi of proftuenen ;** 

and, generally speaking, quite as much to the purpose as their 
betters! * 

We perfectly agree with that excellent old adage, — 

*' Learning is better than house and land : 
When house and land are gone and spent. 
Learning is most excellent !*' 

Ajid even when houae and iand are not gone and spent, they 
often play theur possessors a knave^s trick, by intruding them into 
ocMnpany which their wealth hardly gives them a privil^^ to 
enter. We have seen a young gentleman, with a boarding-school 
edtcation^ march from his toolet (a tailor made him,) into a so- 
ciety where he felt as uneasy as a cat in a water-batt ; — ^a sorry 
predicament for one whose head has been neglected for his heels ! 
But 8<AalaaUc4earni7ig^ it seems, is not essential to complete a 
modem education ! Seven jears' apprentKCship to Latin and 
Greek is a cruel sacrifice of time ;»your modem smatterer learns 
kia business in as many days, and then sets up for himself He 
is au ecoftomts^ in lemning: — ^like Gtarick and his guinea, he 
makes it mfarthtr tjhan any body else. He trades on a small 
stock, and trusts to other people's wits for a floating capital. It 
is universally admitted, that 

" A iitth learning is a dangerous thing ;** 
and what, we may ask, is a great deal.?— 

*< Only to know hdw little can be known. 
To see an others fkults, and feel our own /** 

Blessed therefore are the iUUerate ! 

** Where ignorance is bliss, 
Tis fdUy to be wise I" 

Milton, who certainly deserves well of the ladies, if it were 
only for his espousing three wivea, which certainly implies no 
small devotion to tlie sex, has given us a descripticm dT what he 
considers femaleacoomplishments, in his beautifoi picture-of Eve, 
when she spreads the repast before the angel, and Adam in Para- 
dise. In the whole ran^p of poetry, there is nothing more deli- 
cate and lovely. She is represented as performing her duties 
with an ease and gracefoloess that many drawing-room beauties 
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would do well to iinitate. She is no hooseliold drudge | but, as 
Adam nobly describes her, 

" Daughter of God aod man, accomplished Eve." 

This comedy is an agreeable iUustratiou of the many erroneous 
systems of education that have been pursued, acconling to tlie 
caprice of individuals. We have an in^'eterate fox-hunter; a 
querulous, impertinent critic; a young lady, stark-mad with bo* 
tany, star-ga^ng, and cantataaf And a wile who has drank snf- 
ficently deep at the fountain of modem r^nementy to bring her 
husband to the brink of ruin, by her extrava^nce. There are 
other personages, who exhibit tneir whimsicahties with consider- 
able enect, and complete the group of educated outria that con- 
stitute this comic picture, 

M Education" is more adapted to the closet than the stage ; it 
has little of the bustle that characterises the other comedies of 
its ingenious author. Particular pains seem to have been taken 
with die dialogue, which is evidently laboured, and. if we may 
adopt the expression, mor6 than usually didactic, xfaoe of the 
characters have the slightest claim to originality. Sir Guv 
SUmck is a compoond of Sir Harry Beagle wad GoldfiauA. 
Mrs, Tempkton is ^^ Teade, hdom bUotb, Aame is of the 
fiunily of tne SnaktB. Tew^leion is alternate^ Sir Peter Teazte 
and Old Domton, Vincent is Harry Darwbon, Stickling is 
Tony JLunrnkiny in masquerade. Damper is Mr* Sulk^, all over ; 
and Broaacast md his dame are AakfiddvoA his wife, without 
the catch- word cS Mrs, Grundy, But these old acquaintances 
are placed in such novel situations, and, moreover, are so agree- 
able, that we are not at all sony to meet with them again. 

Count ViUara and Ro&ine are the tragic hero and neroine of 
the drama. It seems as if it were absolutely necessary to infuse 
a certain portion of smoiw interest into a cmnedy, that it may ap- 
proximate nearer to real Ufe\ The idea is probably correct :— 
life is an April day,— .a mixture of fair weather and foul] — of 
shower and of sunshine . For ourselTes, we would hardly deatre to 
pass through life (and Providence has ordained that we should 
wxti without S(«ie experience of chastening sorrow. It is the 
pathetic exclamation ofcnms, that '^Man was made to mourn ;*' 
and Gray finely remarks, that Fate has given 

" To eacSi his tufl^iings : all are men* 
Condemn'd alike to groan ; 
The tender for aMo<A«r'« poin, 
. Th' unfMitig for hie own.'* 

All we ask is, that if the mom was tempestnons, the evening 
may be serene. 

We are surprised that this comedy has not been revived ; it 
has, certainly, sufficient merit to entitle it to that distinction, par* 
ticiUarly in the present dearth of rational theatrical entertain* 
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meut* It would take the onited companies of three metropoKtan 
theatres ; and, even then^ cme of the greatest of modern actors 
^Emery) would be wanting, to fiimisii the coat that originally 
oistinguished this comedy. Sir Gv^ Stanch was chan^teris- 
tically personated b^ Mr. Mathews ; the fox-chace was quite in 
his line, and be availed himself of it to the utmost. The drama 
is now in ab&ftMce» Formerly, we had greater actors and smal< 
ler theatres ; — ^now, we have great theatres and little actonb 
When Mrs. Siddons first beheld the ovei^prown size of Covont 
Garden Theatre, she pronounced it her tkeatrkal tomb, 

^ D G, 
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PROLOGUE; 
Bff Mr, Tayhri tpohen by Mr, AbkotU 

'* 'Tis EdacatioD forms the common mind ; 
'' Just as the twig is bent, the tree's inclinedi" 
Is this a maxim ratify'd by truth. 
And is there then such pliancy in youth } 
Alas ! experience shews us, ev'rftlay, 
lliat, still, new passions and new habits sWay 
And, as our lives from stage to stage advance. 
Most are impell'd by int'rest and by chance. 
Spite of the discipline of wisdom's school. 
The fool of nature will remain her fool ; 
And oft, we find, as varies fashion's code. 
That vice or virtue proves the reigning mode : 
To her each sex submissive bend in turn, 
Aiid, what she teaches, all are proud to learn. 
Her wildest whims are caught with eager haste. 
As if sustainM by Genius, Science, Taste ! 
The modern nymph, as Fashion rules the heart. 
Attempts to rob poor Crispins of their art. 
And while, to gain her smiles, the Lover sues. 
Now bawls bravuras, or now shapes her shoes. 
The youth, whatever his parents may have plann'd^ 
Who roars for fame, by driving four-in-hand. 
Though Fortune may decree a noble doom. 
Nature design'd a coachman, and a groom. 
Let then the Drama, to its purpose true. 
Reflect the times, but aim to mend them too ; 
Prevailing follies try to laugh away, 
Butdeet>ly probe &e. vices of the day. 
And hence our Bard, who, for your kindness past. 
Bears a food record, that thro* life will last. 
To-night directs the Muse's honest rage 
'Gainst venal defamation's daring page. 
From which the highest no protection gain. 
Since infamy and law alike are vain. 
Aid then our Bard, to lead ingenuous youth. 
From Fashion's snares, to Reason, aiia to Truth. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I A Hall in Templeton's Howe. 

A Knocking^ l. at the Door. — Robert crosses the Stage from 
vR. toy and returr^, followed by Damper^ l. 

Dam. Is Mr. Templeton within ? 

■ Rob. The favour of your name. Sir ? [Damper ghes a 
card.] Mr. Damper — he is not, Sir ? 

Dam. Pugh, pugh! I'm his intimate friend. 

Bob. Oh BO, sir — there you'll pardon me — I keep a 
most accurate list of my master and mistress's friends. 

[Shewing a Book. 

Dam. (l.) Indeed! a convenient sort of reference ; for, 
to Icnow friends, as times go, is no very easy matter. 
' Hark you, feUow ; tell your master that Mr. Pamper from 
Lombard-street — a stranger to his present fashionable no- 
menclature, but otie who formerly was in his books— 4u- 
sists on seeing him instantly. . 

Bob. (r.) Sir, I shall give in your ticket ; but making 
speeches is not in my department. 

Dam. Indeed! then I presume you are what is called a 
figure footman, and hired by measure — [Servant bows.'] 
-Six feet of more accoiiiplished assurance I never looked 
up to. 

Bob. You are pleased to flatter. 

Dam. But if tlie distance across your shoulders was not 
included in the estimate — here is a measure [Shewing a 
cane'] that will in one moment ascertain it, unless you ex- 
actly obey my orders. [Eurit Robert^ a.] Bad memonet) 
indeed — when friends cannot be remembered without book. 
— When in London, and in active life, he was above these 
modern fopperies : but a young gay wife sadly alters your 
niidclle-aged gentleman. [Bnter^ r. Mr. Templbiwn and 
RoB^KT, {who crosses behind y) to l.] Templeton ! heartily 
glad to see yon. «* 
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Tern, What, my old partuer. Damper ! — Welcome to 
Leicestershire— rihricc welcome, my worthiest friend t 

Dam. [To Bobert,] Do you hear? his worthiest frieod! 
— Boole me — [EjpU Robert, l.] Yoa looli tolerably hearty 
and cheerfiil — but— 

Tern, (r.) But I — Oh, old Damper »till, I see—When 
will you. leave your vile buts, and doubts, and perhaps*s. 

Dam. (l.) Whenjuy friend's conduct no longer requires 
them— -perhaps yours don't : — but — you are married ajg^ain, 
I hear ? 

letH. To a woman I adore. 

Dam, Poor fiellow !— when the diseases of children at- 
tack maturity, they always rage with redoubled violence. 

Tern, MaiTiage, believe me, is the end of life. 

Dam, I believe it would be the end of mine. So yon 
adore the charms of this Venus, eh ? 

Tern, I do, indeed. 

Dam. Perhaps she adores you for the same cause, eh, 
my Adonis of half a century ! — ^ha ! ha ! 

Tern, No, no ~ yet gratitude for my affection — my atten- 
tion to her happiness — the^uence I placed her in— > 

Dam, True ; — when fifty and twenty match, 'tis a sort of 
give-and-take race, and you are expected to carry weight 
for age. So my old friend is as happy as I could wish him ? 

Tern. Yes, exceedingly — very— reasonably happy— tole* 
rably happy — certainly — ^but — 

Dam. \Attde,'\ So I have brought him to his bui$. 

Tern, Perfection, you know, my dear Damper, is— 

Dam, Fortunately, not necessary to human happiness. 

Tern, Certainly not : but«- 

Dam, [Antie^ Zounds, again — Come, out with the 
worst. 

Tern, Then the worst is, that Mrs, Templeton has had' 
a perverted modem education. 

Dam. The effects on Mrs. Templeton^- 

Tetn, Are an active taste for expense, with a decided 
averseness from all household duties, produced by the in- 
dolent and deceptive spirit of proci'aatination. And thus 
-—to-morrow, to-morrow, and to-morrow— 

Dam. Come, come.— Considering the-bad culture of the 
soil, the produce might have been worse. 

7 em. Very true, indeed — but — 
' Dam. Zounds, again ! — [4nd§n 

Tem» You must know, I was captivated with iier eye»— 
brilliant, ffiscinating, penetrating— and— an<^ 
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Dam, rU fioiflh the sentence— their brilliancy blinded 
you to her imperfections, while their keenness enabled her 
to discover yoiirs. 

Hem. Rather so — yes.— And, between ourselves, a priest 
of the sun is not required to offer more frequent incenfe 
10 his idol, than I am to their effulgence. — She's here. 

Dt^, A fine woman, faith !— I'm afraid of these daz- 
zling eyes— a eotgi de soleii might be fatal. — I had better go. 

Tern, Go ! my friend ! 

Dam, I can't administer to vanity, not I ;-^besides, I'm 
in deihahUk. — Oh ! here's a glass, to adjust my wig and 
cravat by. [Goet to a glass, r.] Personal vanity I abomi- 
nate, friend Templeton, and few are to be found without 
it — " [Adjusting Hs figure in the glass. 

Tern, Very few, indeed. 

Mrs, Tern. [H^thotU, l.] Pray, don't teaze me now; tell 
them ^11, to be sure and come to-morrow.— [Jl^n^av, l.] 
My dear Mr. Templeton, you'll be delighted with the guest 
your son Vincent has introduced. 

Tern, (c.) You mean Mr. Aspic. 

Mrs. Tern, (l.) Such commanding talents, such superior 
taste — ^he has found fault with every thing he has seen ; 
and has pronounced the house and grounds so detestable, 
that I can't endure the sight of them : — ^how obliging it is 
•of 4iim \ 

Tern, Extremdy. ^ 

Mrs. T. We've laid such delightful plans : — ^tbe house is 
io come down, the farm to be. parked, and the meadows 
to be put under water. — ^Now, my love, you'll have no 
ti^ouble— • - 

Tem. Except the slight trouble of paying for it 

Mrs. T. Oh, but Mr. Aspic says people of taste never 
ihink about that : so I shall give orders to begin. 

T^nn. . When, my dear? 

Mrs. T, Oh, to-monow. 

Tem. Then all's safe. [Aside. 

Mrs. T. Who is that odd man ? 

Tem. My late partner, who, contented with competence, 
retired — [Danger advances, r.] My love, I am happy to 
afford you the gratification of making welcome my friend 
Mr. Damper. 

Mrs. T. (l.) The possessor of that title must be interest- 
ing in my eifes. 

Dam. (r.) Eyes, already ! [Aside. 

B 
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Mr». T, To Me a fiiend of Mr. Tempieton's is higlily 
gratifying. 

Tern* (c.) [To Damper."] Do you mark the emphasis ? 
Mr». T, But in glancing over our list 1 have not oo- 
4brved your uame : but my tall man is shockingly inacca<- 
rate* [Crosses, c] Do you kuow, last winter. Sir, he told 
me I was quite intimate with Lady Paramount — ^t, in 
making her a visit, the old Goth denied the least know- 
ledge of me. I wish some of thie Society of Arts' people 
would offer a premium for the best system of visiting one's 
friends. — Could not you book-keeping gentlemen deserve 
well of your country by some plan ? — 
■ Dam» (r.) Why, reaily, T don*t see why the merchandise 
•of. fashionable arrangements should be without its ledger, 
though it might be difficult to post some things to the credit 
of the account. 
Mrs. r. (c) Ha, ha! 

Dam. Then, as your time is so precious, what think yon, 
madam, of a subscription for a west-eud-of-the-town 
clearing-house, where these woi'sted-lace representatives of 
oar nobility might assemble for the exchange of accepted 
calls, dishonoured inyitations, and the quick transfer of 
the paper currency of polite accommodation. 
. Mrs. T, Delightful !— the .tunnels and auction marts, ill 
real utility, would be nothing to it. I'll positively write 
to town about it io-morrow. — Oh, there's Mr. Aspic ! 
BatA. Who? 

Mrs. T. Mr. Aspic ! — If you don't know him, I'll make 
you. apquainted. 

Dam, i will not be acquainted, madam, because I d6 
know him. 

. Mrs. T. Are you aware that he. writes in the Tenter- 
hook Review, is. a caricaturist, and the author of this se- 
verest satirical novels ? — ^'Tis highly dangerous not to be 
well with him. 
Pai^ A pleasant recommendation, truly. 
Mrs. T, [Crosses , R.J Well, I must away — I've a thou- 
sand things to arrange tor to-morrow. I hope I may look 
forward. Sir, to a long visit ? 

Dam* I shall not have the temerity to promise that-»- 
you may not like me a little, and I niay like you too much. 
Mrs. T. Oh, I shall wink at that. 
Dam. Closing those eyes is certainly the best way to se- 
cure my safety. 
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Mrs, T» Pshaw I TempletOD, can tdl you how I hate all 
that. 

Dam, Heha6. ■ - 

Mrs, T, Vm too clear-sighted to be deceived by snch 
flattery, 1 assure you. I h0|)e you'll stay a great while— I 
shall be quite sorry to part with you. — Adieu ! [EsU^ r. 

Da^, Rid your house of that fellow — that Aspic. He's 
another iustance of tlte blessed effects of modern education, 
which has armed every witliug with the weapons of per- 
sonal satire. — But Where's your son, Vincent i 

Tern* (l.) 1 see little of him — he's all abstraction. 
- Dam, Do him justice, he's all one thing, or all t'other—. 
he's no retailer of the passions. You gave him the rein 
tpo soon. 

• 7Vm. Too soon! Did not he carry off the prize at 
school ? 

Dam, And did not he carry off the bedmaker's daughter 
with it ? 

Tern, Did not his' calculations make him a wrangler at 
Cambridge ? 

Dam, And a tame pigeon at the club at St James's. 
— When he came to town, he was all business : — he in- 
volved the house in speculations-<-theu he was all extrava- 
gance — ^things went w]t>ng, then he was all rage-^that sub- 
sided, then he was all indolence. 

Tem, lliat accounts for his conduct — ^he avoids me. . 

Dam, Perhaps not ; for here he comes. . 

Tern, Indeed ! I'll speak to him. 

Dam. Perhaps I had better do so ; your tenderness may 
overcome your fortitude. • 

Tem. True, and your fortitude is in no such danger. 

ICrosset, e. 
' Dam. Humph! Perhaps 'tis . tenderness for you both 
makes me ask it. 

Tem. True, true, my friend ; grant me your pardon I 
Dam, On condition you take it away with you in- 
stantly. [Emt Tempieton, r. 

Enter Vincent Tbmpleton, l. 

Vm. (l.) Hey day, Damper! — what rare occurrence 
brought you here ? 

Dam, (r.) a very rare one, I assure yon — friendship. 

Kin. 'lis always under the sanction: of that name that 
grumblers, annoy society. — Now for a lecture as long as a 

tailor's bill. 

b2 
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Iktm, That !«< utmeoessarjry when the total inay be ex* 
pressed in one word — economy ! 

f^in. I'm Its slave ; have not I sold my barouche and 
stud ? 

Dam. And lost the produce at Macoow. 

f^m, .That was unlucky ; but hare not I discharged my 
lodgings ? 

Dam., What, at Farmer Broadcasts? 

Hit. Confusion ! What do you mean» Sir ? 

Dam. Generally what I say — Poor Rosine ! 

Vin. Ah» her name !— if you betray tofi \ 

Dam, Young man, if you despise the character of a be- 
trayer as much as I do,' virtue and secrecy will be equally 
sacred. 

f^in. RosUie's vurtue is sacred, and he merits chastise- 
ment that suspects it. 

Dam. And what does he merit who placed her in a situ- 
ation to justify suspicion ? 

F'in. 'Sdeatb, how could you learn ? 

Dam. Was it likely that a beautiful and accomplished 
woman from a fashionable seminary should disappear with- 
out inquiry — ^without wonder— without sorrow ? 

yin. Pshaw \ I'm weary of your croaking. 

Dam. Yet the ravea must breathe a hoarser note — ^your 
father — 

Vin. lAhmed.} What of him? 

Dam. Is on the brink of ruin. 

rm. Ruin ! 

Dam, I fear — inevitable ruin. 

F'in, I dread to ask the cause. 

Dam. His son's indiscretion. 

' Fin. Oh, save me from that thought !— May dishonour 
blast me, if the life he gave me is so precious as my dear 
father's hapninesB !— Let me fly to him. [CrasseSy r. 

Dam. (l.) Hold ! He is as yet unacquainted with his 
situation — 1 am, by his partners,, intrusted with the secret. 
Is this estate large ? 

rin. Very. 

Dam. it must go. 

Fm. It will destroy liim. 

Dam, Has he other resources ? 

Vm, His expenditure is very ample. I hoiie he has-^ 
senseless prodigal 1 unfeeling son ) 

- Dam,^ Vincent, come hither.*— I see in your countenance 
the expression of sincere sorrow, and your eye is illumined 



SCKNE II.] EDUCATION. 17 

with the benign lustre of filial love. Here's my hand — the 
blood that animates ft is not propelled from an unfeeling 
heart — ^Yonr father shall not fall» while old Damper can 
buy a crutch to sustain him. — Come, come-^thongh I 
sometimes depress the buoyancy of unfeeling prosperity, I 
hope I am ^ways willing to lift np the desponding.—All 
may yet be well. 

Vin, Here comes my mother- in/>]aWy with Aspic— I 
would avoid them. 

Dam. Avoid your friend ! 

F'in, Not my friend ; but his Icnowledge of the world. 

Dam, The man that shuts his. heart against every va- 
luable feeling, finds his excuse in this boasted knowledge 
of the world. — Dismiss him from your counsels. ^ 

Ft'fi. I've sometimes courted the Muses, and his favour — 

Dam* That writer neither consults his interest nor his 
honour who seeks any favour but that of the public. In 
their candour will his weakness find the securest shelter-^ 
in the sunshine of their favour only can the wreath blossom, 
that is to crown his honourable exertions. [Exeunt y r. 

SCENE II. — A Library of Mr. Tempkton*a^An iron 
chest occupies a conspicuous situation. 

Enter Mrs. T£MPLeton and Aspic, l. 

. Mrs. T, You are a vile, shocking man ! Indeed, Mr. 
Aspic, yo& are too severe. How many instances of disin-^* 
terested friendship do we find in books ? 
. Asp, True, and no where else ; ha ! ha ! — Come, come, 
don't mar an enchanting smile by the cold intrusion of pru^ 
dery, which acts on the mind like our grandmothers' dra* 
pery on the body ; buiying, in whalebone stiffness and cut- 
velvet dignity, tl^e form, ease, and vigour, of wit and re-^ 
partee. 

Mrs, T. (r.) Pshaw ! what signifies how I look ! 

Asp, (l.) Heigh ho ! 

Mrs T, Vou sigh. 
. Asp, Woe to the world! what devastation will thi»e 
eyes cause in the spring ! . 

Mrs,. T, Now I hate you — ^Yet, I own, I long for the 
ftpring— -dear, animating spring ! How delightful, to enjoy 
thy charms in Bond<street, to hear the dear little dingy 
sparrows chirping on the lamp-irons, 'and see Flora's fair- 
est flowers nodding in carts for the decoration of the ball- 
rooms. — Dear Templeton, come here. 

B 3 
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Enter Mr. I^mpueton md Damper, u 

— [Mrs, TempUton leadi Mr, T, towards r.] llie pros- 
pect from these windows will be a coup d*osil of science, 
spirit, taste*^ 

Asp* And, at present, 'tis as flat as tlie fens, and anti- 
quated as a dipt yew-tree. There are certidn objects, Sif, 
which should he kept at a proper distance. I'll — [Approach-' 
ing familiarly^ 

Mr, T„ [Gently repelUng him, and bowingS^ I have niade 
that a particular study. 

y4sp. My views, Mr. Templetoii, are 

Dam* [Apart to him,"] — ^Sufficiently obvious. 

Asp, Damn that quiz Wl owe him money. Mr. Dam- 
per, I know the .world. 

Dam. [Aside,] And I'll take care the world shall know 
you. 

' Asp, Your debt shall be discharged— you have my word, 
which is as good as my bond. 

Dam, Ei^actiy. 

Mrs, T, Treason ! [Pointing to Templeton.] I accuse this 
man of speaking treason against the monarchy of fashion, 
of which I am a most loyal subject. 

Dam, I hope, madam, that, in the true spirit of your 
country, your allegiance only holds while fashion assumes a 
limited prerogative ; for 'tis the essence of our moral con* 
4titution that the mind should not bend to its sway ! — but 
for the discussion of fashion's legitimate decrees, I know 
DO lady more entitled to a seat on the woolsack than Mrs, 
Templeton. [Bowingr, 

Asp. Pretty well put, 'faith. Ma'am, T give you joy of 
your appointmeut.«-.Won*t your red book furnisli a place 
for me ? 

Dam, Why, in the olden time, there was a court fa« 
vourite,. of a motley garb. 

Asp, The court fool ! — thank you, Sir. 

Mrs, T, Ha ! ha I — I give you joy of yours. 

,A^, But the truth is, thAt the business of that depart- 
ment increased so rapidly, tiiat, like other great offices, 
tiiey were obliged to put it into commission, and now 
every court dangler is entitied to a seat at the board ; ha! 
ha ! ha ! — He don't laugh — ^he don't understand a good 
thing. 

Dam, Try me. [A cracking of whips, L. 

Mrs, T, You don't laugh— Ha ! ha !. ha I 
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^iV Oiiif StancM. [ff^thotUy l.] Get out of my way, you 
mscal t — I've been iiisulted. 

ifn T* Sir Guy Stanch quarrelliug with my servant. 

Enter Sm Ginr Stanch, l. 

Sir G. Jerry, keep the hounds hack-^for the confoniided 
perfumes in tbese rooms might spoil the dogs' noses. I've 
been insulted, I say. 

Mr. T* The man that has unjustly offended you^ Sir 
Guy, shall instantly turn out from my • 

Sir O. ISlapping him on the ihoulder,] Then (urn out 
directly, for you are the man. 

Mr. r. 1 !— 

Sir G* Yes. A tenant of yours, by your order it seems, 
tried to prevent my gallopping over his corn and turnips. 

Dam, What, stop a baronet full cry 1 unheard-of out- 
rage ! — 

SirG. HeJBtop me!— No — no— I rode over the rascal. 

Mr. 7*. If satisfaction Is to be made, 1 think. Sir Guy, 
my poor tenant has some small claim to it from you. 

Sir G, Sir, my family never n^ave satisfaction to any 
body— rthey rode ^where they liked, and did what mischief 
tiiey liked ; and while your profit-aud-loss forefathers were 
weighing an ounce of nutmegs, the Sir Guy Stanch's roast- 
ed tibeir oxen whole, and brewed twenty bushel to the 
hogshead. {Sees and crosses to Mrs, Tempkton.l Soho ! 
Sarvani, Ma'am ! — should not have given tongue so loud, 
had 1 known you were present— :'Ti8 not reckoned man* 
nerly to take away the talk from the ladies. 

Mrs. T. Yet, Sir Guy, I'll wave my privilege, if you will 
Mve the goodness to explain how this happened* 
k Sir G. Witli the greatest pleasure. Ma'am ! — ^You see, we 
were all^at fault — 

Mrs. T. Oh, if you own the faults- 

Sir G, Zounds, no. Ma'am — no !«-.You're a fine crea- 
tui*e, but 'tis your misfortune to know but little of fox- 
hunting. 

Mrs, T, In pity to that misfortune^ instruct me. 

Sir G. The pack had overrun the scent— 

[^ith earnestness. 

Mr9. T. Aye, now I see how it is. 

Sir Cr." Huntsman, says I^ try back — make a cast. 

Asp. (r.) To be sure. 

Sir G, How beautifully they spread !— [^iM enthusiasm^ 
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A»p, Yes — \Encouirafpng)dm. 

Sir G* Mind that old hound— how he feathers — ^how he 
flings for the furze-brake— it holdA the fox;-4hey view him 
— ^there's a chorus — where are your pidns and megrims 
uow, my boys ? 

Asp. Aye, where indeed ! 

Sir G. How they carry the scent — ^how they strsun — 
craclc goes the hedge ! Damn the turnips—nothing but the 
cover cau save him — ^he gains it— rush they all go in — not 
a skirter among them — how terribly they press — ^they are 
on him — ^they have him — ^who whOop— huntsman, my old 
boy ! — [In hut enihuriasm he forget* every t/Hng but the 
chase, and slaps Mrs. Templettm en the shoulder, whofahUlg 
screams.^ Eh ! what — ^where — what a blunder ! To the 
very ground. Madam, I humbly ask pardon ; I was — 

Aap, In a wood. 

Sir G. Yes, Ma'am, in a wood. 

Mrs. T. Excuse my foolish exclamation, Sir Guy ; but, 
really, I never was in at the death before. 

Tern. To attempt to control such enthusiasm would 
only imply greater insanity. — \^Crosses to Sir (?.]— Sir Guy, 
your amusements shall receive no further hindrance from 
me. 

Sir G, Give me your hand ; you're a good-natured fel- 
low, and I dare say you have quite forgot what I said about 
the nutmegs, so we need not mention it, you know. — I de- 
clare, Ma&m, I thought 1 was among a parcel of dogs, 
worrying a fox — instead of which I am among — 

[Pointing to the book^. 

Asp, A parcel of authors worrying one another. 

Sir G, You seem, sir, to understand that sort of hackle. 

Dam. A literary whipper-in, sir. 

Mrs. T. 1 ought to apologize for sedng company in Mr; 
Teuipleton's book-room — but the other apartments are iu 
a sad disorder. — We find people so very dilatory— don't 
we, my dear ? [ Templeton and Damper exchange looks. 

Sir G. The room's an excellent room, for it not only 
contains- garnish for the head — but solid pudding — [S^rii.. 
ing the iron chest toith Ms whip."] 1*11 warrant you, this 
strong box contains something better than the nutmegs I 
was so unmannerly as to mention : — eh, Templeton ! 

Mrs. T. Nutmegs, indeed! — [Aside.\ Now for a little 
tiny white fib, to give the brute an idea of our consequence. 
— Cei-tainly, Sir Guy, a piece of furniture containing fifty 
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thousand pounds is no contempdble onunnentto any room. 

ITempieton s farts. 

Dam. 1 

^Up» > [TV Templeton.'] Fifty thousand pounds! 

SirG.) 

Tern. [Embarrassed, u^th a farced sm^^ I will not con- 
tradict a lady. 

jisp» [AHde.'i Devilish hard if I have not a dip into that 
spice-box. • . 

I>am. This has relieved my heart from an oppression 
dlmost unsupportable. \,fFUh great alacrUy.\ Templeton, 
your hand. — ^Aspic, V\\ try to tolerate you.--^adam, the 
magic of your tongue has outwitch^d the enchantment of 
your eye.-^ir Guy, I think it very likely I may hxtsk my 
neck fox-hunting with you. 

Sir G: Sir^ I shall be happy to shew you sport. 

Dam. For the: present, sidieu I I'll soon I'eturn. 

Mrs. T. But when ? 

Dam. iBowing.'] Oh, to-mon*ow. — [JS^iif l. 

lTenyi>leton and wife talk together , Templeton irritated. 

Sir (r. Kgad, a bright thought, and then I shall have 
the whole country to hunt over.— Templeton, you have a 
sou, I have a daughter : what say you to a match ? 

Tern* [fFith embarrassment. 1 Your proposal. Sir Guy^ 
does honour to my son and me. — What have I done ! as- 
sented to a falsehood ! What could occasion Damper's ex- 
traordinary conduct? Perhaps he has not yet left the 
liouse.-^ril own — what— a lie l>— where shall 1 hide my 
shame ! [Exit, l. 

Sir G. So, Ma'am, I sent my girl Nell to Mrs. Polish's 
tip-top school, to learn how to behave when company 
conies, and do the chattering part properly, and make the 
punch, and so forth.. 

Enter Robert, i.. 

Rob. Your servant has brought tiiis letter. Sir. 
.^rG. [Breaking the seal.] From Mrs. Polish, 1 de- 
clare. "Expect your daughter's arrival" — I must be off 
full gallop. '* Receive her with pride. Sir Guy, for you 
will find her aufait ** 

Asp. We say aufa. 

Sir G. Yes ; I know " aufa of astronomy » botany, che.. 
mistry, history, geography, geology, philology, and chro- 
nology" — 'tis odd among so many ologies not to find 
theology* — I have drawn on you U>V'^[fVhMstles] i;530. 
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Mrt> 7*. Very moderate, indeed. 

Sir G. Moderate ! Why zounds, Ma'am, my dogs don't 
stand me in the money ! 

Mr6, T, Oh, fie. Sir Guy ! you really must modernize, 
and benefit by the rapid advances daily made in sentiment, 
spirit, refinement • 

Sir G. Roguery ! 

Mra. T, Ha! ha!*— Yes ^ there, modern refinement is 
peculiarly conspicuous. Formerly, you were plundered 10 
dismal forests illumined by the ligbtuing's glare— yon now 
suffer in perfumed drawing-rooms, beneath the mild irra- 
diation of Chinese lamps. Instead of daggers and poison^ 
you are now presented with ice-creams and wafer biscuits ^ , 
the crimson field of slaughter is converted into a square. ' 
yard of superfine green cloth ;• and the appalling cry of 
yonr life, your treasure, is mellifluously modernized into — 
Can you one — or pam, be civil. Ha 1 ha ! {Exii, r. 

^gp. Bravo! ha! ha! 

' Sir G. Sir, I shall -be happy to see you at Tantivy- Hall, 
for I am afraid Nell and 1 will want an interpreter — and 
as you seem au — au \_Peep8 ^Uy at the Utter,] aufaUt of 
these matters. — 

^sp. [Aside,'] No difficult conquest. — Sir Guy, I'll wait 
on you with pleasure. 

Sir G, That*s hearty t "Pis Liberty-HalU- We dine ait 
three ; and if you au't th.ere to a moment you'll lose your 
dinner— and you hare only to driuk one bumper to fox- 
himting, and another to the girl of your heart, and then 
you do as you like. I'll leave for you my famous horso 
Somerset. Jerry, let the hounds loose. 

Asp, Is tlie road intricate ? 

Sir G, Oh ! Somerset wont trouble you with the road 
-she'll across the country, as straight as a rifle. [Ham$. 
sound without^ l.] There's heavenly music ! — Voix ! 

\Exit^ L. 

Asj^, There he goes :^f his feed Is as excellent as his 
cattle, and his daughter as high-bred, no bad speculation. 

Enter Vincent Templbton, r. 

Vin, What a situation 's mine ! — Cursed impetuosity !-« 
How can 1, in my father's pcesent circumstances, name to 
him an honourable connection with Rosine ! How can I 
name to her a dishonourable one ! Dare 1 name it to my<* 
self r Beloved Hosine, how have I involved thee ! — Never 
shall uncontrottled passion again sway me. Feeling may be 
allowed to execute, but first let reason legislate. 
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Atp» lAdvancingf l.] " Wfailome in Albiu's isle there 
dwelt a^ youth, 
" Who ne m nrtue'ti ways did take delight, 
** But spent his days in riot " - 

yifL Damn poetry ! — I hate it. The Muses and I have 
parted. 

Asp, I did not know you had ever met— ha ! ha ! 

f^fo. Spare me, Aspic — ^your mirth is oppressive. — 
Where's Damper ? 

Asp, Looking for you^ to be his partner in a pas tie deux, 

Vhu Sir, my father's misfortuneh 

Asp. What the devil have you got in your head now ? 
Your father is certainly oppressed with the singular mis- 
fortnne of having £50,000 4n that strong box. 

Vin. What ! explain. 
- Asp, Your' mother-in-law averred it, and your fatbe-r 
unequivocally assented to it. 

yin. Huzza ! Dear Atopic, the fire of Prometheus never 
gave such animation to his clay, as thy words have kindled 
here. 

Asp. Why, the Galvanic spark tickled old Damper in the 
same way ; for he capered like a cart-horse in a curvette, 
or my Lord Clubby in a cotilion, ha ! ha ! 

^t'fi. Fifly-thoiisand pounds ! — I'm all essence, spirit — 
the world''s at my feet ! 

Asp, Then kick it along, my boy ! 

yin. Enchanting Rosine ! — lovely as the morning beam. 

Yet pure as the fountain that reflects its ray. 

Asp. Damn poetry !-«I hate it, ha I ha ! 

yin. Gentle as the zephyr, yet blithe as the leaf that 
dances in its eddy. 

Asp. Mercy, mercy ! Come, come — over a venison chop 
and a batch of champaign we'll plan operations. That's 
the time for the projection of vigorous measures. 
^ Fm. True ; for what the devil would become of the 
country, if it were not for the cabinet dinners -! Iliere, our 
importations are discussed over the turtle, and the home 
supplies accompany the English sir-loin — the loaves and 
fishes naturally introduce the debates— and parliAttientai^ 
speechei; are mixed with tlie whipped syllabulh-^colonial 
. produce is handed in with the coffee — in a glass of Con- 
stantia they double the Cape of Good Hope — and settle the 
ludiartrade over a cup of souchong. [Extunt, r. 

END OF ACT I. ' 
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ACT U. 

SCENE U—Am Apartment in Tantwy-ffaU, 

Enter SiB. Guy Stanch afu/ Jerry, r. 

Sir O. Mr. Aspic not yet arrived ? 

Ser. No, Mr ; bat Somerset has been home some time. 

[Eant, H. 
Sir €r. Poor Mr. Aspic, ha, ha ! caii*t take a five-barred 
sate ; — ^there's a precious edncation for yoa : ->yet I dare say 
in London he's reckoned a clever fellow. 

JBffter Aspic, r. 

Welcome, sir, to Tantivy-ball ! Why, Somerset and you 
did not agree ? 

A^. No ; I ventured to debate the right of way, which 
at the hedge produced a division. 

Sir G. And left you in a minority. 

A9p, Lieft me in a ditch ; but we*U let that subject stan^ 
over sine, die, without my asking leave to sit again. Where's 
your accomplished daughter ? 

Sir G. Within, there— [^«ter jerry y n.] Where's Nell ? 

Ser. My young lady is gone botanizing, I think she said« 

iExit, R. 

Sir G» Botanizing ! Ah ! Mr. Aspic, 'tis a melancholy 
'thing to have children wiser than ourselves.~-rm a mise- 
rable father. If I happen to say 'tis a star-light night, I 
must run the gauntlet of the zodiac ; and then *' O, iie 
Sir Guy! .thafs an anachronism — I'm shocked, papa, at 
that solecism." So what between the isms and the ologies 
curse me if I can open my mouth in comfort — [EUeneingl 
without y do, re, ml, fa, sol, la, si.] — ^There again, she used 
to enliven my heart with singing '* A southerly wind and 
a cloudy sky," — ^but now she goes about sol-faing, like a 
parish clerk. 

Ei^er Ellen, r. 

Come hither, Nell ! I present you to Mr. Aspic* Who is 
—who is^-what the devil are yon ? 

Asp^ Who is anxious to be ranked among the admirers 
of the accomplished Miss Stanch — 

[Ellen bofvs ceremoniously. 

Sir G, What ! have you been gathering a posy ? 
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SB. SelectiDg some^ pleasing specimens of the bellis 
hortensis, uigella cerulio, narcissus latifolius. 

Sir O. What a lying old rascal, French, the gardener /is, 
for he always told me they were hatchelor*8 buttons, the 
devil in a bush, and ^affy aown dillys ! 

Asp. Observe, Sir Guy, witli what grace she unshawls 
herself— [^tf€fi, in apieiuresque wapftmrobM hersf^o/ker 
shawi, and carekssfy drops it an a chair J] Divine ! — I shall 
expire t 

Sir O, Shall you, though— no, dont \—[To EUen,'\ and 
you thinlc that vastly clever. Now, miss, 1*11 shew you 
how your grandmoth^ did it — [Fotda it neatfy, pins it, ana 
lays it smooth on a chair.^ — There ; and if the old fiishion is 
not worth an hundred of the new one, may blank days be 
my portion to the end of the season ! 

EIL Indeed, Sir Guy, you should abstain from hunting 
in the morning, the plants then give out carbon. 

Sir G, What do licare what Ihey give out ! — Damn car- 
bon ! — talk to me of cafbon I 

Suck, [fnthout.] Uncle, where are you ? 

Ell, Ah '.-^the voice of dear cousin Suckling — 

Sir G, And what's cousin Suckfing to you? 

Bit, Every thing ; — ^my early friend — my playmate. 

Sir G, But I mean to couple you with another playmate 
— Vincent Templeton ! 

EIL Sol, fa, de, m ! — 

Sir G, Now, that's «> drive me mad. Go to your room. 

EU. I prefer the grove. 

Sir O, Why you forget — ^the plants give out carbon^ 

Asp, Charmmg Ellen I [Apart to her.] — ^will obedience 
to a Other's harsh rule — ' 

EB, Oh, sir, don't be alarmedJ— ha! ha!— The ladies 
in theiowest class are quite perftet in tiie exceptions to the 
tale of pa)iern&l obedience-^ha ! ha I — Receive, Sir Guy, 
the homage of my duty. [Crosses, l. 

Sir G„ Don*t Sir Guy me, you hussy ! or I'll knock you 
down. An't I your own affectionate father ? 

Elt. [Aside,']'-m\( I can't outwit you, my dear papa» Tve 
been to Mrs. Polish for very little purpose. Sol^ fa ! — 

[Ejnty L. 

Suck, [fTithout.'] See, if I don't tell uncle. 

Sir G, There's another plague. — I sent this ward and 
nephew to Parson Porker, to get a solid, substantial edu- 
cation ; but he neevM to have studied nothing but Mrsl 
Glass's cookery. 
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JSnter Suckling, l. u. e. 

Sm€» {He crosses, c] Oh, here's uncle! — ^Why, uncle, 
that'M not EUeu ! 

Asp. An ingenious discovery! — Si^, your** remark does 
credit to your penetration, my name being Aspic 

Suck, And if you go to that, my name's Boniface Suck- 
ling, esquire, 'fhat's a Lunnoner ! — Why, uncle, compared 
with he, you're as old-fashioned as a tansey pudding !— -Sir, 
I never was in Lunnon. 

Asp, Then, sir, you have yet to behold a large city, com- 
posed of buildings of various descriptions^ which are occu- 
pied by their respective inhabitants. 

Suck. No, sure ! — wonderful ! 

Asp, 1 think you would shine there-^you have a very 
faiJiionable stare, and a fine upright person. 

Suck, Ves, straight as a spit, an*t I ! — ^Ah ! but then, 
don't be shocked at my telling the truth — consider, I have 
never been in Lunnon ; you must know, I don't think I 
am flourishing and saucy enough.— -You see I am a plain 
man. 

Asp, Very — ha! hat 

Suck. That's saucy enough, however. [Retires, 

Sir G. [To Asptc,^ I wish you could make something of 
him— -see, how he blushes now! your company would cure 
him of that; and then, as to as&urance, there again you 
could help him — and> in return, if die use of my stud — 

Asp, Oh, sir ! 

Sir O, Or, if any of my drafts would be acceptable — • 
■ A^. [fVUh alacrUif,'\ My dear Sir, drafts did you say ? 

Sir G. Yes, if you'll accept any of my draft-houbds — 

Asp. [Aside,] Damn your hounds ! [Comes, c] — Come 
hither, Bonny ! Shut your mouth and open your ears, my 
plump one! — Instead of the Olympics of the ancient 
Greeks, you must study the mystic games of the moderns. 
To the groves of Academus you must prefer the pavh of 
Bond-street. Your jurisprudence may be limited to the 
annuity act and the game laws, and your zoology to the 
racer and buU-dog ; these, with an energetic devotion of 
mind and body to waltzing, and a close attention to busi- 
ness — that is, to Newmarket and the clubs — constitute the 
essence and vitality of a first-rate modern education. 

Suck, Dang it ! how he knocks the words about ! 
. Sir G. And, do you hear, burn your cookery books. 

A*p. Oh, no ! culinary criticism is in high request. He 



SGEKR I.] BbUGATION. VJ 

sha]l deliver the aitioms of Apicins, with the accuracy of 
Euclid — only hU gout must be made -piquant and recAer" 
ches. 

Sir G, Must it ! well, V\\ order it to be made so. 

Suck. [Crosses, r.} I see what they are at ; they want to 
malte me a genius : but it wont do — not such a fool as that, 
neither :^So TU go to Ellen ! — You must know^ I'm in 
love with her. 

u^sp. Indeed ! and does she return your passion ? 

Suck, Why, that follows as naturally as bi-andy follows 
pig — he ! he ! So, I'll go and talk to her. [Crosses, c. 

Sir G. You talk to her ! Lord help you ! — She's all up 
amoug the stars I A little almanack lei^rning is very well ; 
such as *' thirty days has September ;" or to know when 
the dog-days begin, or when Saint S within falls. 

Suok, Or Pancake Tuesday. 

Sir G, But she can't tell how much flaMnel will make a 
poor child a petticoat, or enumerate the ingredients of a 
bunting pudding. 
- Suck. 1 can. 

Sir G. 1 dare say. But I've provided her a husband ; so 
think no more of her. Come along, Mr. Aspic. 

^sp. Good bye. Bonny ! [Ejeeunt Sir Guy and jlspic, L. 

Such. Now there's beliaviour from an uncle to his own 
natural nephew : he supposes I've no spirit ; but the mo- 
ment J come to years of discretion I'll play the very devil 
— ^see if I don't. 

Ell [Peeping,, l. u. e.] Bonny ! cousin Bonny. 

[Crosses^ r. 

Suck. Eh ! where! what ! Why, Ellen ! Lud a mercy, 
you skim about like a swallow in spring, and look as pret- 
ty as the primsose it hovers over, and I'm sure you be as 
welcome. 
' Ell. Thank you. Bonny. 

Suck. Ah ! when you left me. Parson Porker said \ 
looked as pale as a 'parsnip; so 1 took a little mulled 
wine — [Sighs. 

Ell. You're just the same. Bonny. 

Suck. Am I ? I'm so glad at that. I was fearful there 
might be some alteration ; and then who knows but the 
fervency of your afTection*" 

Elh My affection !r— I'm sure I never told you— — 

Suck. Told me ! no : but don't you remember— I love 
my love with a*'B, because he's bonny— he ! he !' Bless 
me, how elegant and tasty you aie 1 . 

c 2 
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MO, Yott don't ditlike female aocompUshments ? 

Suck- Qh, no ; they're like a second coarse — not neces- 
sary, but agreeable ; but do you know that uncle and thfti 
Lunnoner are laying thdr heads together to part us« 

Ell. Then perhaps. Bonny, if we were to lay our heads 
togeUier, we might prevent tiiem. 

[He draws her towards him, and kkaea her. 

Suck. And rader than part, I'll run away with you any 
morning you like. 

£11. Will you, indeed ? 

Such Yes, indeed, after breakfast. ' 

Ell. Hush : I hear them ; this way. 

Suck. And we'll lay our heads together i^ain. 

[Exeunt, R* 

SCENB II A Parhur ai Farmet Bfvadcast's. 

Enter Dame Broadcast, r. aft(/, Broadcast, l. 

Broad. [Aa he enters^ Come, come, wife f [He takes q/T 
his short smock /rock, and puts on his coat, which has been 
hanging on a peg.] A mug of beer» directly ! [Exit Dame, 
a.] Eight hours' ploughing, in a stiff clay, makes a man 
cruel limp and f^uUsh.— [/f^e^ his forehead: enter Dame ^ 
with beer, r.] Aye, there's heart and proof in this. [Drittks.1 
Where's George ? At school, I suppose, idling his time 
in studying. 

Dame. Ralph Broadcast, don't you be always worrying 
and taunting about the child's^ learning ; it costs you no- 
thing. Mr. Templeton, heaven bless him ! pays for it ; and 
I'm snre George grows quite politesome aud mannerly* 

Broad. What need he go to school for that, you old 
fool ! I never was learnt manners. 

Dame* That's true, Balph ! but improvement-*- 

Broad. Oh, yes ; there are rare improvements now a days ! 
Why, 1 remember the time when 1 could get drunk to my 
heart's content for ninepeuce ; and now, though I spend 
half-a-crown, I come home as sober as a sucking calf. I 
hope you don't call that improvement ? Has Goad, the 
dro?er, been here ? 

Dame. No, Ralph I 

Broad, I must find his account. 

Enter George, l. 

Oeo. Good evening, father ! [Bows, gets on a chair, and 
places books on a shelf, jl,} I'm very hungry, mother. 
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' Broad. [Looking among papers in a f}ocket-book, drops 
one,"] Aye, instead of stuffing liiy head I would make thee 
yarn someit to fill thy belly. I say, George, whafs the use 
of thy laming — doist know, boy ? 

Geo, Why, father, [Crosses^ c] I was thinking about 
that myself, so I asked my master. 

Broad. Well. 

Geo. Says he, I will endeavour to Impress your young- 
mind with a probable instance of its usefulness. 

Broad. Now for it. 

Geo. When your dear father becomes old and past la- 
bour, your learning will be useful to him in the managing 
his accounts in this world, and by reading good books to 
him, enable him to settle his account with advantage in the 
world to come. 
• Dame^ There, husband ! [Broadcast looks grave. 

Geo. And, my dear child, says he, [Takifig both their 
hands.] if it should please heaven to afflict your beloved 
parents with lameness or blindness, think what a happiness 
it will be to comfort and assist them, and change many a 
long winter*s night of sorrow into contentment and cheer- 
fulness ! — [Broadcast and wife become strongly affected ; 
thep sob, and conceal their faces) Ob^ dear I why 1 have 
made you cry : I thought it would Mke you happy ami 
merry. . . 

Broad. So it do, my dear !— so it do— he ! he ! [Minting 
laugh and cry ; he then snatches up George, and kisses Aim.] 
I say, missus, he*s mortal like me, beant he ?— he ! he ! 
> Geo. And, father, when F heaitl I could be such a bles- 
sing to you, I went to my book so eager, and so viscious — 

Broad. Thee shalt go to school tA\ thy days, if thee lik'st, 
. I declare ; he conversations better than I can. 

Geo. . Now ril go to Miss Rosine. . 

Dame. She's not within, my lamb ! 

Geo. Fm sorry for that ; but it won't do for me to idle 
my time so. 

[Picks up thfi paper his father has dropped, and seats 
himself on the ground^ making ^gures with chalk: 

Broad. [S^gn^cantiy.'\ Has young Squire Templetoil 
been here to-day ? Eh ! - 

Dame. Ralph Broadcast, none of your wicked insinia- 
tions ; Miss Rosine is as vartuous as your own mother. 
When the young squire brought her here, she thought he 
was taking her to his father's house ; and then he pertend- 
ed the chay broke down. 

c 3 
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^ Broad. Well, I hope all's rigbt^-ooly things 1m* a HtHe 
■latter JifipJCMiu 

Dame^ I've seen yoa wtiik» and nod yoar sliipid head be^ 
fore B^us Rosioe — and then, dear lady! she has sighed as 
Uherfoor heart would barst. 

Broad. I be deadly sorrow for that.-— If I should o^r to 
do so again, yon can give me a bint, you know^— H^re 
oomes Miss, and, seemingly, In a mortel taking. 

Enter Rosinb, l. 

Boi, Ob, Dame ! Tve been greatly alarmed. 

Dame, You look so, dear lady. 

^ Boi* An old gentleman fell senseless from his horse—- 
his servant galloped off for assistance, leaving me to watch 
him. When he recovered, he gazed at me with frantic 
eagerness, and this ornament became entangled in hia 
hands ; at the siglit of it, he, with curses, threw me from 
htm« — I fled ; he then wildly commanded my return ; but 
nature being exhausted, he again fainted. Mediod aid ar-» 
rived, and they bore him away. See, there they go ! 

[Looks outfit, u. E. 

Broad. Why, certain sure, 'tis my landlord, old Mr. 
Cleveland! — Poor man! he's past his best You must 
kjiow. Miss, that, Tmg ago, he quarrelled with his daugh- 
er, and ever since he has been startleish, and athwart, and 
across, and oddish like. He has left all his fortune to old 
Mr. Templeton— I say» all the better for some folk. [MInAr* 
Dame pinches Mm.] Zounds, what a grip ! — ^I did not tell 
thee to give me a hint with a pair of pliers, did I ? Oh» 
there's Ooad the drover! — ^now, where's the paper ? [7b 
Oeorge.^ What, you have got it, and scribbled it, I suppose ? 

Geo. I have done it no harm, father. [Bises* 

Broad. This seventy-five pounds will just pay a quarter's 
rent. 

Geo. [Looking at tke paper.] I was thinking, father, that 
if the drover only pays you* seventy-five pounds, he will 
cheat you out of twenty-eight pounds fourteen shilUugs. 

Broad, Eh( What did you say, my dear ? 

Geo. I think the cattle sold came to a hundred and three 
pounds, fourteen shillings. 

Bos* het me see — 'tis so, indeed : good boy. 

Dame. Now, is his learning nonsense ? 

Broad. He ! he I he !— he's a cute one, he has it all fra' 
his feyther. You mnst onderstand> Miss, that our famely 
is a particular sort. There's a crown for you, you cunnmg 
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litfle jackauaiies I — He ! he ! — Come, dame I — ^Mortal like 
we, U> be sure ! [Dame Broadceut take* George* i hand* 

[E^fieuiU Broadcast, Dame Broadcast ^ and George , l. 
Vincent Templeton* [IVithont, L.1 Ha ! ha ! beer after 
champagne! No, no. Broadcast, that would, mdced, be 
mounding the base string of humility. [Enters somewhcU 
inteaneatedf l.] Euchantiug Rosine ! see at your feet your im- 
passioued^lover ! [Kneels.^ Will you not raise him to your 
arms? 

Bos, How is this ? There is a freedom in his look and 
wanner new and alarming.7-Vincent, this extravagant 
emotion does some violence to my subdued spirits. — Pray, 
rise. * [ff^ith gentle serenity. 

Vm» By my hopes — that supplicating eye, that plaintive 
voice, that interesting dejection, fire my soul with love so 
ardent— here could I gaze for ever ! 

Bos» Fie ! fie ! — ^"Fhis is the vilest trash of romantic en- 
thusiasm — ^let your language he the emanation of a feeling 
and enlightened mind— Love's best employment is the in- 
terchange of confidence— the mutual sacrifice of selfish- 
ness — the endearing offices of friendship— the sweet me- 
mory of kindness :— these are the features of that love 
whose parent is honour, andJwhose nurse is virtue. 

Fm, *<. And truths divine came mended from her tongue." 
—Sweet moralist ! 

Ros. Does he mock mel— Oh, Vincent! where is the 
fiither whose arms you said were open to receive me ? 
Without his public sanction, poor and unprotected as 1 am, 
I never will be youlrs !— Here I remain no longer. 

Vin. [Aside*'^ As I wished. — My care [for you, Rosine, 
has devised a secure retreat — a chaise waits to bear you to it 
Bos. Ahl 

F'ku lliere, away from fathei^-— the world, and its cold 
rules** 

Bos. His senses are disordered !— Let me fly ! — But 
whither ? — To the nest precipice, rather than remain. 

Via. I've been driniog bumpers of champaigoe to our 
safe arrival at this Elysium. 
Bos. [Aade.\ Stratagem ^one cau free me, 
Vin. What says my love ? 

Bos, [Avertinff er /ace.] Vincent, you shall witness the 

extent of your power over me — ^I'll instantly prepare for 

my departure. IBwthes into her room. Door mjht. 

f^in. Then love's triumphant. But hold!— Rosine to' 

consent so 800ii4— I'm not quite sure I like that — I'm afraid 
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I'm growing wiber — Tis a carsed awkward thing to b6 half 
a rascal. — Oh , for a little more virtue,'or a little more cbam- 
paigne ! — Damn this plan of Aspic's ! ^ don'flike it— Bnt, 
zounds, I need not hunt for scruples^ if she don't — so eon-, 
fusion to reflection. She comes — ^no, she don't. Your 
faithful Vincent waits.— I don't hear her. — Rosine ! — Still 
silent — [Feepi through the key-hole."] — ^The window open. 
[Bursts open the door.]— f-Gone — fled from her seducer ! — a 
detested word. I'll pursue,. but not to destroy. If ever I 
allow uncontroll'd passion — ^What, again protesting I 
Drunkard, idiot, scoundrel ! — [Rushes o«f. 

SCENE in,— ^ Park— House in the distance— Trees in t/it 

centre — Near them a seat. 

Enter Rosine, running, 

Ros. 1 have escaped ; but whither have my fears com- 
pelled me .' I must rest awhile. I'm very faint — a fe- 
male approaches— 

Enter Ellen, l. — She starts on seeing Rosine, 

' . I . ■ , 

Ell. A lady, and alone ! She seems greatly agitated. 
How may I venture to address her ? I fear. Madam, you 
are ill ? Shall I procure assistance ? [Rosine advancing^ 
recognizes EUen, shrieks, and conceals her/ace.^ Heavens ! 
Rosine St. Cleremont, my beloved instructor ! {pnth r«. 
serve."] Madam, Je suis bien aise de vous tmr. Oh 1 1 can- 
not school it. Dear, dear Rosine ! look on me : — 'tis Ellen ; 
'tis she you have called your darling EUen that entreats. - 

Ros. I am not guilty — ^by my soul I am not. I dare 
' bathe your hand with my tears. I dare press you, Ellen, 
to my broken heart ; were it a guilty one, I durst not do so. 
Tell me wh^re am I ? 

EU. In my father's domain ; there's his mansion, whose 
hospitable doors will open wide as these arms to receive 
you. 

Ros. No ! that nmst not be. 

Ell. Ah I but it must, though : here I am verderer ; you 
are a trespasser, and, by virtue of my office, I am. bound to 
impound -you. I don't care for your frowns, Ma*am. 
School 's up, school 's up 1 By my wishes, here comes my 
father ! Dear Rosine, rest there a momeut. 

[Leads her to a seat. 



< 
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Enter Sib Guy Stanch, r. 

Oh ! Sir, I've been to surprised and delighted ; and you'll 
he delighted. iVe met dear Rosine ! 

Sir G. Who ? 

JEU, The teacher. 

Sir G, The teacher I Good bye ! [Going. 

EIL [Holding him,\ Nay. 

Sir G. The learning of the pupil has quite satisfied me. 

EU, But, dear papa, she is in distress ; she claims your 
hospitality. 

Sir G. lliat claim was never refused by the Starich's! — 
She shall be received, ^ough she were president of the Blue 
Stocking Club. 

EH. That's a dear dad \ [Patting hit cheek. 

Sir G. Call me dad, aud you may do any thing. What 
the deuce shall I say to this old starch female buzwig ? — I 
wish I could hit on some hard words. [EUen advances wUh 
Bosine*] — ^Old buzwig ! I never|beheld a more lovely and in- , 
teresting creature! — Hem !-«- Pardon, madam, my unphi- 
losophical iacon^patibility to make my congratulatory ad- 
vances recommeudatory and conciliatory to a lady, [Peeping 
at a fetter.] who^is aufaut of astronomy, botany, chemistry, 
history, geography , geology, philology, and chronology. 

EIL Ha! ha!lm! 

Bos, Receive my heai'tfelt acknowlrdgmentjt'— but allow 
me. Sir, to enter my humble protest against that system of 
education, whose object is rather to obtain the meed of 
public applause than to insure the felicity of domestic re- 
tirement — aud which teaches the arts of obtaining a hus- 
band, rather than 'the duties of making one happy. 

Sir G, Your sentiments are admirable !^~I long to intro- 
duce you to the Hall. 

Roe, First, know the person you thus honour — My mother 
was an Englishwoman, who was discarded by her family- 
for marrying a native of France. 

Sir G, And serve her right. ^ 

Roe, Oh, Sir, had you known my father, you might have 
been pleased to think otherwise. 

Sir G. To what English family did your mother belong ? 

Rot. I know not. Sir — my parents carefully concealed it. 

Sir G. Why this is the history of old Cleveland's daugh- 
ter ! Your father's name ? 

Rot* Saint Clermont. 

Sir Cr. No, that won't do— I've interrupted you. 

Roe. I was sent to an English school, while my lather 
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fought ill the armies hostile to the ezistin^government At 
length, the usual remittances^did not arrive ; — this, though 
!t filled my heart M'ith dread jfor the fate of my dear parents, 
was not otherwise important, as, by the indulgent judgment 
of the teachers, I was thought capable of communicating the 
iustructioA I had received : — there, I remained contented, 
till an unfortunate attachment, an— an — ^ill-placed confi- 
dence, — ^my words are incoherent 

Sir O. Never mind ; 'tis a proof they are sincere. 

Ro8, But, indeed, they come from my heart 

Sir G, And when words come from one heart they gene- 
rally find their way to another. — 'Fore gad, Tm so charmed, 
that if you wished to be Lady Stanch, or, what is more, 
asked me for my favourite hound, hang inc, if I could re- 
fuse yon. 

Eli. Dear papa ! Oh, we'll be so happy ! — ^And I won't 
teaze you any more. 
. Sir G, Won't you ? that's right. — Curse the ologies--- 

EIL Yes, cur — Oh dear ! [PtUting Iher hands b^ore her 
numih,] And I'll make my harp twang with Sir Roger de 
Coverly, and the Devil among the Tailors. 
, Sir G. Will you ? 

£U. Yes ! — and, what's more. Til go hunting with 'y^^n, 
and, before the lark has chanted its matin song, I'll be under 
your window singing. 

Hark, hark, away. 
Gone, gone a.strav, 
Fal lal de ral. 
Follow, follow, follow. 

Sir G. [Joins.} Damn the footmen ! how tliey halloo ! 
Both. Fal lal de ral. lExeuni, r. 

BND OF ACT II. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I — TmpUion's Library. 
Enier Mr. Templeton, r. meeting Mrs. Templeton, l. 

Tem. Look here, madam ! see what the rei^rt of my 
supposed wealth has produced : these are the effects of your 
innocent falsehood— your harmless exaggeration — subscrip- 
tion-hounds, races, balls, clubs, canals, railways, IThrqw- 
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hg papen an thetdble,\ There's not a speculation of inte- 
rest or folly, that I am not expected to patronize ; and I 
must either incur the censure of illibcrality, by a refusal, or 
embarrass my fortulie b/ compliance. 

Enter Robert, r. who deUvera paperty and exit^ r. 

Bills of my son's : — ^so, so, he has heard the report, and is 
gone mad again. 

. f Mrt. T, Does not the chest contain the title-deeds, and 
I know not what, of old Cleveland, whose will is made in 
your favour? 

Tenu But, Madam, Mr. Cleveland lives — 

Mrs. T, Pshaw ! 'twill only be wonder of an hour ; yon 
will hear nothing of it to-morrow. 

Tem, To-morrow! 1 nauseate the word; my. whole 
house is infected with it : indeed, Julia, if you saw with 
my eyes — 

Mrs. T. Your eyes, Mr. Templeton ! 

Tern. Though I admit they cannot rival yours in lustre, 
yet they can clearly discern that ruin — 

Mrs. T. Ruin ! — ^the oddest and most disagreeable word 
I ever heard. I beg you*lI not repeat it, my love. 

Tem, Your amended couduct must prevent its iteration, 
my life! 

Mft. T, Mttst, my dear ! 

Tem. Even so, my darling l 
- Mfs. T, Husband, you are rude. 

Tem. Wite, I am just. 

-Mrs, T. Arrogant man ! ' 

Tem. Vstin, thoughtless woman ! 

Mrs. T. Brute ! 

Tem. Torment I [They walk about in anger* 

Enter Damper, l. Crosses, c. 

Dam. Here I am again. Hey-day! Wlbat are they 
about ? — Oh, I see ; a pedestrian contest. The lady has 
tfa^ foot hollow — ^Templeton, you're beat. [Laying hold of 
him.\ So, stop, stop, 1 say, my peripatetic disputants, while 
I inform you (can't you be quiet?) that I like you so well, 
that I've purchased an estate in your neighbourhood ; and, 
to prevent disappointment, have promised to pay five thou- 
sand of the purchase-money to-day, which I must have of 
you. [Templeton and wife stand motionless.] I've brought 
them to a stand still at last ; so, open this iron portal, and 
let the Pactolean stream flow.— What, silent ! 
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Mrt, T. «jh, Templeton. [Crosses , c.\ I see my oror. 
Pardon me. shield me ; this shall be onr last quarrel, in« 
deed it shall [Runsoui, lu 

Dam* SOy the lady has started again. Come, come ! 
why don't you let me have the money ? Not a word ! im- 
moveable k Is it so ? Mr. Templeton, I cannot misunder-* 
stand your meaning, and my thanks are due for having with 
such moderation checlced my unwarrantable applicatioii, 
my impertinent intrusion. [Bows, and is going, l. 

Tern. [Stopping him.'] Not so, not so, my friend I 

Dam, How then, Sir ? 

Tern. With shame and sorrow, let me own, that what my 
wife and I averred, respecting the contents of that chest, 
was — false. 

Dam. [Starts.] Destruction to my hopes ! 

Tem. I am very sorry, on your account. 

Dam. I think not of that ; concealment is now impossi- 
ble. Templeton, summon to your aid that fortitude which 
is the inmate of an honest breast, while you peruse that 
letter. 

TVm. [Reading,] " Your son's speculations — other fu- 
lures — Have caused a run— Expect bankruptcy." — 'Ti9 sud- 
den, 'tis terrible — ^** Our only hope is delay" — ^that ray of 
hope — 

Dam. t have unfortunately extinguished— for, not daring 
to doubt your verity, I wrote to hasten the payments. 

Tem, Oh, divine truth, none with impunity ever folate 
thy hallowed shrine I [ff^eeps. 

Dam, Come, man, do not sink. 

Tem. These are not selfish drops— To ruin those who 
placed their confidence in me — my son— my wife — ; 

Dam. I'll break it to her. 

Tem, Oh, could you mar those smiles ? 

Dam. Let her smile through her tears : I don't know any 
tiling more becoming: but, as you please — Here's your son. 

Tem, His buoyant hopes for ever wreck'd. 

Dam. He is young and able ; let him boldly buffet with 
the tempest, till its fury ceases, and the gale of prosperity 
agiUn fills his sails. 

Tem. Could 1 but secure his happiness ! 

Dam, Send him to Sir Guy Stanch's ; there reposes the 
gem he covets. 

Tem. Indeed I I rejoice at it, [y^side.] A marriage with 
Sir Ouy's daughter would meet my wishes ; — It shall be so. 

[Goes to a table and writes. 
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* JEnter Vincent, l. [Crosses^ r.] 

Dffi. No tidings of her. Heigh ho 1 how willingly, 
would I give the,wcalth that chest contains, to procure the 
«weet repose of a tranquil mind, the proud consciousness o' 
innate rectitude. 

Dam. How now ! — melancholy ? _ 

Vin. Oh, no ; overjoyed that your fears for my .father 
were illusory. — 

Dam» Hi« wealth is illusory, — founded in error, io mis- 
take, — be sure you do not name it. — Behold him, Vincent ; 
he wants such consolation as a virtuous son can bestow. 

yin. Virtuous son ! [Aside^ 

Dam, And your reformed conduct in regard to Rosiue 
gives me assurance — 

Vin> Does he mock me ? 

Dam, I say, that your obtaining for her the honourable 
protection of Sir Guy Stanch, at whose window J just now 
l>eheld her— 

Vin, Is she there .' [With surprise and animation. 

Dam, [Indignantly tahing his hand,\ Pid you *n()t know 
it ? Look at me, Sir. — Did she fly there for safety ?-* 
Away ! away ! [Exit, L. 

Vin. Is she so near ? Blest tidings ! then may I sue for 
pardon, may again behold her I [Temphton gr6ans,'\ Ah, 
a groau ! — Selfish wretch ! what are thy maudling griefs to 
his unmerited misei-y ? [Templeton rises,\ -Oh,. my father ! 
if laying down my life — 

Tern. You offer the sacrifice of life as an atonement for 
what the sacrifice of follies might have averted. But I 
pardon you. - 

Vin. Oh, Sir, never again shall this heart be stabbed by 
your anger, or more deeply wounded by your forgiveness. 

Tern. Vincent, you cannot know the affection a father 
hears his child. It impels every thought, governs every 
action, forms the object of his life, nor leaves him at the 
dwful hour of death. As that hour may not be far distant 
from me— 
. ^««. Oh, in mercy I [ff^eeps. 

Tem, I meant not to distress you. I've just learnt where 
your affections are engaged. Here*8 a letter to Sir Guy 
Stanch ; it will aid the fulfilment of your heart's fondest 
wishes, and my hlessing be upon your union. No thanks. 
— Lead me in, my son ; for I feel as tf I had suddenly grown 
very old. [Exeunt ^ r. 

o 
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SCENE 11.—^ Farm Yard, » 

Enter from Farm House, l. u. b,, Dame Broadcast, /o/- 

lowed hy Broadcast. 

Dame. Lack a day ! what can hare become of the child? 
He ought to have been home aa hour ago. I hope no harm— 

Broad. No, no— don't be frightened — you may see 1 
bean't. 

Dame* Thank heaven, there he is — 

Broad' Is he? [Recovering fi-om Mf -alarm.] Did not I 
say what a fool thee was, to be frightened ? 

Dame, Ralph, see ! — he's leading a strange looking man 
—one of your oversea foreigners like — 

Broad* Foreigners ! he gets no harbonrhere,! can tell him. 

Enter George, leading in Count Villars, r« 

0£o. There, Sir, we've got home at lait. Oh, father, 1 
found this poor gentleman so faint and weary, he could not 
walk— 

Broad. And what was that to you 1 

Geo. Why^ TU tell you, father. My master ordered me 
to get by heart these words, — " We become good'ourselves 
by doing good to others." So J practised my lesson, by as** 
sisting— 

Broad. A villain, maybe. Yon don't enter my house. — 
I boast of being a true-born Briton. ' 

Count ^. I thought a Briton's proudest boast was hu- 
manity to a fallen enemy. 

Broad* That's a bit of a puzzler. But, zounds, he may 
be a spy, and come to tell-— 

Geo. Then don't let him tell that I have a hard-hearted 
father. 

Count V. I ask a little water for charity. 

Dame. Water, — thaf s but cold comfort, Ralph. 

Broad. Mortal poor hungry stuffjj indeed.— I say, yon 
may just draw him a mug of beer, if 'tis only for the novelty 
of ^e thing. 

Dame. With all my heart [Exit into house. 

Broad. I'm a bit of a constable^ and must cross-question 
him. 

Geo. Don*t cross- question him, father. 

Broad. What countryman be you ? 

Count V. A native of France. 

Broad. A Frenchman ! 

Count f^. Yes, Sir. — Oh, my beloved country ! degraded 
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as thou art, still art thou mioe, and with my latest breath 
will I assert thee ! — Sir, I was shipwrecked on your coast, 
aud the small remai&s of a princely fortane, which I had 
preserved from revolutionaiy destruction, was buried in the 
waters. 

Geo. Poor gentlemsUi ! [Cofuvmglff puUs hU father's arm 
round his neckJ] 

Broad. Bless thy tender heart ! I thought just now I had 
lost thee, and then my worst enemy might have pitied me. 
[To Count VUiars,] And what was your errand here, eh ? 

Count V. To seek a lost child. 
. Geo. And won'tyou pity your enemy.thathaslosthischild? 

Broad, I hope, — that is, I suppose you found it. 

Count V* No, she was gone,>^fled with a — Let me not 
proclaim my shame, — rather let the foul pollution consume 
and dry up the vital stream she has dishonoured. — Oh ! oh ! 

{Is near fainting* 

Enter, from House, Dame, with Beer, . . 

Dame. Here, dear good outlandish man, drink. 

Count V, \Eagerly drinks.^ 'Tis reviving, 'tis delici* 
ous ! — ^A wretched man thanks you for your hospitable 
kindness. 

Bwad. 'Drabbit it, I don't know what to do, not I. 

Dame. What does your heart, say, Ralph ? 

Broad. Why itsouiehow takes his part, — I can't say but 
it does. Come, drink again. — My beer's like you, Moun«« 
seer. It improves upon acquaintance. [Count yiUars drinks."]. 
It makes him smile, don'tit ? [Broadcast drinks. 

Count K. 'Tis excellent, indeed. — Ah, this is the liquor 
that makes the Englishman fight. 

Geo, Yes, Sir, it makes my father fight very often. 

Broad, Hush! [Dame motions George to be silent,] But, 
I say, you'll allow that an Englishman '» a match for a 
dozen Frenchmen? 

Count y, A dozen. Sir, is a great many. — But I will 
say,, that the Englishman who boasts of his superiority, 
makes himself a Frenchman's inferior. 

Broad, That's plump, however. 

Dame, Come, Ralph. — Ask him iu. — Don't be stingy. 

Brqad. Stingy. — Itbean't for that — I think money's like 
manure, of no use when in a heap \ but properly spread, it 
draws forth nature's best blessings.~I will, if 'tis only for 
vai-iety, and the fun on't, like. — ^What say you, Mounseer, to 
an English supper> and a warm bed after it ? 

d2 
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Couni V, A bed of clean straw is a luxury I ha?e uoi 
lately eujoyed. 

Broad, Come, Dame, be aliye; [EaHt Dame into Hou9eJ\ 
Your fare will be coarse, but wholesome. 

Count V. While you can eat the bread of liberty and 
independence, it does not much ijDpoft whether it is white 
or brown. 

' Broad. Why, dang it, that's as good a bit of downright 
English as erer was spolcen In parliament house. Yon 
must know, I was brought up to hate foreigners. What 
mischief they do in the nation, let wiser heads than mine 
settle $ but one of them made sad work here, for the daugh- 
ter of my worthy landlord, Mr. Clereland — 

Count V, [Aside.] Cleveland ! Stand I a beggar on my 
wife's inheritance ! 

Broad. She married a countryman of yours, one Count 
Villars. It almost broke the old gentleman's heart, and 
made the name of Villars hated mortally ; but that's no 
concern of yours, and so walk in, Mounseer. 

Count V. Hold! Suppose Count Villars should cMm 
your hospitality ? 

Broad. I would spurn hiui ftt>m my doer. 

Count V. I am he ! [Broadcast snatches George from his- 
hand, rushes into the house^ shtHting the door with itoteneeJ] 
Almighty Father, be merciful if despair drive me into the 
embraces of my last friend ! Tremble, ye tyrants, whose 
ambition engenders 'twixt man and man the baneful pas- 
sions of hatred and revenge, defiling the temple of the hu- 
man heart, which heaven has gifted with its own attributes 
of love and charity to all its creatures. Now to seek the 
shelter of some hovel. — Mr. Cleveland, of thy wide do^ 
mains, all Villars will claim of thee is a grave. lEsrit, l. 

SCENE III — Tdnthy Halt. 

Enter Aspic, l. 

Asp, Let me review the state of affairs. — Rosine being 
here, Vincent won't think of Sir Guy's daughter ; — two ma- 
terial cU-ticles disposed of.— Now, if my prospectus succeeds, 
my pupil Suckling shall disgust Sir Guy with his acquired 
jargon, and then lo triumphe. — But now for the lovely Mrs. 
Templetou ; — and if her virtue won't suit my personal pur- 
poses, her follies will exactly suit my new novel. — Her«? 
comes nty eleve, and conning his lesson. 
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, Enter Suckling, l.- 

Sack. When man was created, and before the alembic 
of ratiocination had amalgamated ppposiug passions, and 
neutralized deleterious afifections, and before-^ 

jisp* Bravo ! you are perfect 

Suck, A n't I ? Oh, now I've got a speech to my back, I 
beau't afeard of tlie best of them. 'Tis a very sensible 
speech. — 1 say, what is it about ? 

^sp. That's their business to find out « 

Sucki So it is : he ! he ! 

^sp. Now, mark me, — Sir Guy refuses you his'daughter,, 
because he thinks humbly, and of course erroneously, of 
your talents, — but give him proof to the contrary, and 
Ellen is your own :«-*here he come9.-^Now astound Iiiui 
, with your impudence, pai'alize him with your consequence, 
and smother him with your eloquence. [^<C<V> R* 

Sack. [ImUattng^'i And smother him — 'tis soon said — I 
don't think much good will come of making me, a 6«af« 
esprii — 'tis distorting into a fricasee what nature meant 
should be plain boiled. Besides, I've read, that a critic at 
a book is like a dog at a feast, who only feeds on what other- 
folks throw away, and snarls all tlie time into the bargain. 
Now, T love good humour and the nice bits, but 'tis all for 
Ellen ;— and as love makes wise men fools, who knows 
hut it may make me a wise man — ^and so, old Guy, Til 
smother you. 

£jpf€r Sir Guy Stanch and Jerry, l. 

Sir (r. Mr. Templetou's servant brought it, did he ? 

Jerry, Yes, Sir. 

Svr G, [Reading a letter.^ " / am delighted to find that 
** my son yineent has conceived an attachment for your 
** dattghter***-&own I. ** Permission to address herr-^wait 
'^ Oh yotf."— Summon all the maids to dizen out Nell, and 
tell her to summon all her airs and graces. — Let her have 
her music at her fingers' end, her capers at her foot's end, 
and her ologies at her tongue's end, that she may make a 
burst with the whole pack of them.— [^.otY Jerry ^ l.] 
{To Suckling,} Standout of my way ! 

Suck. Stand out of my way ! — 'Ecod, 'tis high time to 
smother him. 

Sir G. I dare say he will be here immediately. What^s 
o'clock^ 

Suck. Hem! In discussing that important subject It 
will be necessary to recur to first principles. When man 
was cieated, and before ehe alembic of ratiocination had 

D 3 
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amalgamated opposing'paasions, and neutralized deleterious 
affections, and before ^e social compact had received the 
indentation of common consent, and the impress of experi- 
ence, and before 

Sir 0. IfThhtlet,'] He's cracked! I did not ask what 
time of the month it was, you mooncalf. 

Suck, Mooncalf! Your remark, old Guy, is as insipid as 
boiled veal, and I deem it a paramount duty to explode your 
damned, formal, corner-cupboard notions. 

Sir G. And I deem it a paramount duty, when puppies 
are let into the pai'lour and misbehave, to dismiss them 
witli a horsewhip. Come, clear the course, for 1 expect 
young Templeton to receive my daughter's hand ! 

Suck. What! Ph, thou most savage of hunters! — By 
the gods, such a deed, even in the days of barbarism, when 
man was created, and before the alembic of ratiocination 
had— lA knocking at the door,, r. 

Sir G, He*s here ! — Away, you babbling mongrel ! 
{Pushes out Suckling, who goes on with his speech till forced 
offy L.] for here comes a thorough>bred one, and so capi- 
tally trained, that at the next parliamentary stakes I'll start 
him for the county. 

Enter Vincent Templeton, u. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, my dear Sir, to l^mtivy Hall ! 
Where are all my rascals ? — throw open the best rooms ; — 
load the sideboard with plate, and servethe venison pasty — 

f^'in. What the devil's all this ceremony for !— Sir Guy, 
think me not ungrateful for this noble reception — but itiy 
anxiety to behold — 

Sir (r. You amorous young rogue ! but I like you the 
better ; it shews blood ; only you need not push me out of 
my own house. 

Vin, 1 ask' ten thousand pardons. — Is she in that room ? 

Sir G. [^Putting down his handJ\ t^o, no^ I must prepare 
her to receive you. 

Vin. And does she consent to receive me ? 

5// G. To be sure. — ^A father's authority—— 

yifi, [Aside,'\ l^rue, all my dear Rosine required was 
my father's annction, which, being obtained, she will par-^ 
don. 'Sdeath and fury, Sir, a'nt you gone ? 

Sir G. What a fiery dog it is! I'm going. I say, was 
it. at Mrs. Polish's she touched you ?<^Eh ! 

[Hit ting Vincent's breast, 

Vin. Exactly ; 'tis very rude to keep a Iftdy waiting. 
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Sir G. So it is. I say, do yon think she likes you ? 

Vm, To be candid, she has confessed as much. 

Sir G, A sly jade ! 

Vin. Jade ! Sir, that's a liberty — 

Sir G. Oh ! true : nobody justified in calling a woman a 

Jade but her husband. Well, well. Til go— 'Ecod, Vm so 

happy — tol de rol ! [jB.ri/, l. 

Vin. In the name of aSsurdity, whft is he capering 
about ?—f What's my union with Rosine to him ? — wimt 
right has he to be pleased ? 

Enter h* Suckling, who crosses the stage, to r. making faces. 

Every soul in this house is crazy. Why do yoa make an 
ugly face at me ? 

Suck. I can't make an ugly face ; but I would if I could,, 
Xou Tarquin Superbus. 

P'in. Why, this booby's sulkincss is more inexplicablo 
than Sir Guy's capers. 

Suck.. To part true lovers 

yin. Lovers ! have you dared to lift your saucy eye ? 

Suck. Yes, and uiy saucy mouth too. 

Vin. Mouth! Dam' me, i'Jl make mince meat of you. 

Suck. Mince meat I Perhaps some people know as much 
about making mince meat as some people. 

Vin. I must have this explained. Sir, I am calm, and 
will thank you for such information 

Suck, Information ! Oh 1 when i^an was created, and 
before the alembic of ratiocination had amalgamated op- 
posing passioiits, and neutralized deleterious affections, and 
before the social compact had received the indentation of 
common consent, and — 

Vin. Buz, buz, buz — In love with you !— ha ! ha ! 

Enter Sir Guy, l. 

Sir G. Mr.Templeton — [To Suckling.'] Now, pray stand 
out of the way — your bride waits. 

Vin. Sir Guy — [To Suckling.] Now, pray stand out of 
tlie way — I attend you with joy. 

Sir G. Allow me to lead you to her presence. 
- yin. Lead me where you please. Sir Guy. 

\Exit, pullittg out Sir Guy, l. 

Suck. Oh, dear, I'm - faint ! I foresee tlie most dreadfull 
consequences ; I should not wot^der if- it affected my ap- 
petite. Oh, Bonny ! Bonny ! where can you fly for comfort ? 
— to philosophy. — When man was created [Cries violently.] 
aud before the aleml)ic x)f ratiocination had — [Ea^it, l. 



44 £]»VPAnOK. '■ ACT. IIL 

SCEN£ iV^— Another Apartment in Tantivy Hail— 

Table and' two Chairs, 

RosiNE, »., and Ellen, l., discovered seated.} 

JEIL Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! which is to be most pitied ! 
the lady who has lost her lover, or she tliathas found one ? 

\_7Viep rise. 

JRos. (r.) Mysweeli friend, let not your kind syoapatJiy 
for Die influence your deteruii nation, i resign my preten- 
tions. 

Ell. (l.) Without a sigh ? 

Ros, [Sighing.] Yes. Can he know -tliat I am here ? 
' jEU. He shall know it. So soon to forget your rights I 

Ros. So soon to forget my wrongs ! They come. — Ah, 
this agitation! Daughter of St. Clermont, where sleeps 
your pride f If the blood must stain your cheek, let it be 
the glow of jhst resentment j if the heart will throb, let its 
impulse be the consciousness of innate honour. [Eant, r. 

Ell. How shall I contnve to make him dislike me ! 
Vain girl '.will it be difficult with him, whom Rosine's 
chains could not fetter? He is said to possess talents of 
the first order : so Til appear t# him as vulgar, gawky, and 
as pert a miss as ever stood on boarding-school stocks. • 

[Seats herself y and draws a veil over her /ace: 

Enter Vincent, Templeton, l, 

Vin. There she sits {-^[Eagerl^.] Oh, my dear Rosine » 
Ell. Sir ! 

Vin. Oh, Ro— [^^^» withdraws Iter veil, Vincent ispe^ 
friJied.}-^[Aside.']'^Wh6se damned scheme is this ? Fool ! 
to think Rosine was here !— What shall I say •'—Won't voir 
be seated. Ma'am — ^Miss-^ 

, Ell. If you please. Sir. [Aside.] Make him dislike 
we ! *Ecod, the difficulty would lie the other way. 

FiVi. She speaks. No, thank you, .Ma'am. My father 
tp join in deceiving !— Hold ! perhaps this opulent coHuec> 
tion was planned to save him from ruin ; — ^it must be so. 
Then, cruel as the sacrifice is, I devote n^yself. Ifl can- 
not love, at least let me behave like a gentleman. [Throws 
himself into a chair, u his back towards Ellen.] She is said 
tQ be highly accomplished, and— . 
, Ell. (a.) Hubby ! 

Ftfi. (l.) Eh ! .' ^ . 

EU. He! he! he I—Hubby! 

Vin. [Starting up.] Hubby! Oh, my cursed staro » 
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Eli, Did you speak. Sir ? 

Vin, Yes, Ma'am ; I was blessing my happy stars* 

EIL Your star»K why, la ! I kuow all the stars, but they 
never told me that any of them were your'n. 

Vin, Accomplish'd ! was there ever such a gawky idiot f 
Never mind, the more misery the better. [^Crosses, R. 

JSll. [Pouiingfy.] You don't love me. 

Vin^ Not love you, my — my cliarnier ! Have not I flown 
to you on the wings of love ? 

Ell. Flown on the wings of love ! Trotted three miles 
on a pony, you mean.. Why, father will gallop Afty miles 
after a fox ; and some folks would tliiuk that not such 
good sport, either. [Peeping through her lutndt. 

Vin. I'll fly the country. 

EIL Come, come, no shirking ! Will you flop down on 
your knees, and sWear you love nie ? 

Vin, Yes ; there, [Kneels."] 1 do swear. 

[ EUen beckons in Mosine, R. 

Ell. And do you call the world to witness ? 

f^in. Yes ; X call the world to witness that I love— 

[Seeing Rosine. 

Jtos, Proceed^ sir. 

yhi Hosiue ! [Slarts up.} Joy, sorrow, shame, confound 
me. [Advancing to Basine, she repels him.'] Oh, do not fear 
me! , 

Bos, No, Vincent ! I only feared while T loved. 

f^in. While you loved ! — Distraction ! Why do you smile, 
^Bositie ? 

Bos. Because all here is at peace. [Placing her hand on 
her breaitJ] . Why don't you smile ? 

Vin. I own, appearances condemn me ; but I was de- 
ceived, imposed upon. 

Bos. Did not 1 behold you at that lady's feet } 

Vin, Yes ; I was about to sacrifice my happiness ; but 
'twas to preserve a parent. Could I behold a f;ither, re- 
spected and beloved, on the verge of ruiu, and not devote 
myself to save him ? 

Bos. Could you behold a woman, a stranger, without a 
friend, and yet ddvote yourself to her destruction ? 

Viti, 'Twas intemperance-^'twas madness ! If a life of 
repentance can atone, here will I hang for ever. Pity roe, 
Bostne I • [Kneels, 

Enter Shr Guy f peeping y r. 

Ell. [l^eeps,] Very well. Sir, <<a man of words^antf 
not of deeds." 
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yin. To be jealous of a—a little prating cockatoo, that 
-was forced on me by that old blockhead her father. [See^ 
ing Sir Guy.] Noiv» 'tis all over vrkh me. 

£11, I won't be called a cockatoo. 

[TAey follow Vincent up and down the stage. 

Sir G, Oh, you jnost tremendous of villains ! Where are 
my servants ? Load all the blunderbusses I 

Vin, With all my heart — muzzle high. 

£11. I won't be called a cockatoo. 

f^4n. Will you leave me, Bosine ? 

Has, Vincent, farewell ! IEjpU b. 

Sir G. Sir, 1 will not be treated thus.' 
. f^in. Qone I I defy the malice of fate to add another 
plague. 

Enter Suckling, l* 

Suck. When roan was created, and l>efore the alembic 
of ratiocinatrion — 

Vin. [Interrupting him wit A vehemence.] Fiends! toir« 
tures-! my horses— servants — ~ [Rushes out, l. 

Sir G, Dam'me, but Til hunt him I 

[Follows yincenty l. Suckling and Ellen exeunt hand 
in handy laughing and pointiiig at Sir Guy, r. 

END OF ACT III. 
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SCENE h-^Snter r. Farmer Broadcast, with Whip, and 
booted, meeting Dame Broadcast, l. 

Broad, (a.) Here, wife, take my whip, and put this receipt 
by safe. 

Dame, (l.) Did you see Mr. Clevelaud, or did the stew- 
ard receive the rent ? 

Broad. When my landlord heard I was there, he sent 
for me, in lus sick chamber, and asked kindly after the 
crops and cattle, and you^ and so forth. Says he, ** Your 
wife, when a girl, used to riin wild about the park with 
my undutiful daughter." I had nearly popt ^ut that the 
hated Count Villain was here ; but a trembling came on 
the old man, followed by one of his fits. 

Dame. 'Tis not for the likes of me to judge; but perhaps 
his uukindness to his daughter lies heavy on his conscience 
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Enter a Farmer, hastily y r. 

Farm* (r.) Neigbboor — dame — don't be frightened. 

Broad, (c) No, no, I bean't. [Alarmed. 

Farm, Your boy — 
' Dame, (l.) Speak ! 

Broad. l8 he alive ? 

Farm. Yes, and «afe. — In trying to save my child's life, 
who fell into the river, and nearly lost his own — ^but he's 
safe, 1 tell yon — 1 ran before, least, seeing him in other 
clothes shoald alarm you>-r-He's here! [Ejnt r. 

Enier George, r. who runs into his mothe/s arms. 

Dame, My dear babe ! 

Broad. What happened, my lamb ? 

Geo. Indeed, father, I was not to blame — the flood had 
left the footbridge wet and slippery ; my schoolfellow ran, 
heedlessly, and fell in. — I caught him ; but the stream was 
very strong, and I bad not the heart to let him go, so I 
fell in too. 

Dame. My kind brave, boy 1 

Geo. Wlien I recovered, I found myself in the arms of a 
gentleman, who had plunged in. 

[During this. Count Villars has entered ^ R. and plated 
.himself behind Broadcast.l 

Broad, Where is he, that I 'may bless him ? 

Geo. Here, father — ^this is my preserver f 

[Running to Count Villars, 

Dame. A mother's blessing be upon you. ' 

Broad. [Oppressed ujith surprise, gratitude, and shame, 
attempts to express his feelings by pointing up to heaven i arut 
striking his breast.^ — ^You are a father — I need say no more. 
To shut my door against the saviour of my child-^It don't 
signify — I can't look you in the face. 

Count V. [Taking his hand,} Your feelings I honour — 
your prejudices I pardon. 

Broad, Oh, thank you ! thank yon ! — But yon feel cold 
and anguish. Go, Dame, and get some garments to the 
fire, and heat some elder wine. — ^Run and help, boy! 
[Exeunt into the house. Dame and George,] If I had but 
Ihe sense to hit on some way to sarve him ! — Ah, sir, let 
me persuade you to go to Mr. Cleveland's, just to — 

Count V. Go to Cleveland ! [Aside^^ Ue will ask where's 
the proud Count Villars ?— Here, a wretched outcast and a 
beggar l—Where his illustrious progeny ? — the degraded 
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million of lust and dUhonoar ! — Perish first ! If I have 
merited your giatitude, pay me by yoar secrecy. 

Br^ad. His daughter, your wife— is she happy ? 

CoHiU y. Yes ; for she is dead. 

Broad. Poor dear lady! — ^l^'he old man never held up 
Ilia head after— he maBe a fresh will, and has given all his 
estate to a worthy genUeman, Mr. Templeton. 

Vottnt y, [Aride,\ Ah, the name of the villain that 
bore away my child \ — ^worthy ! [JFiih vioUncei 

Broad, WhatTs the matter ? There's no sin in saying a 
man's worthy — is there ? 

Count V, I shall betray myself. [y^«i<te.]— No. 

Broad. His son*s a little matter skittish lilse, not penn'd 
in properly when young, and bad hedges make bad cattle.-* 
Between ourselves, he had a bit of a sweetheart here. 

Count y* Here! here ! where is she ? \fVith vehemence. 

Broad. I don't know. — £cod, he frightens roe! and t 
never thought I should be afeard of a Frenchman. — You 
bad better ax young squire about it ; he can't be far off, 
for tliere's his servant. 

Count y. Ah, fortune, this is all I asked ! \Sheunng pU- 
UiU^ — ^A father's curse i^eigh down thy steps, till a fatlier's 
vengeance shall o'ertake thee I \RmhM out^ r. 

Broad. Pistols ! there'll be murder !— Here, wife, 
Where's my constable's staff ? ^Ejeit into the house, i.. 

SCENE II.~il/r. Templeton*s. Table and implemente uf 

writing. 

Enter Asvic, with a memorandum book, r. — teat/t himself- — 

writes. 

Asp. "Eyes, — folly; teetli, — whales." There you are* 
•my pretty, vain Mrs. Templeton, as large as life; if 1 
could persuade you into the badinage of an intrigue, it 
would finish the character with spirit and effect. [Rises, 
leaving the book on the table.'] I wonder she don't come. 
[Looking out of a window,] What, eh ! bailiffs ! [Runs 
from the window.] How tlie devil could they ferret me out 
here ? [Peeps.] I know you, you faithful followers of 
genius ! Miserable reflection ! that the proceedings of the 
eonrt of Apollo should be supersedable by the Court of 
Common Pleas ; that the poet's bay should be withered by. 
the cauliflower wig of a counsellor; and that the rules of 
composition should be accompanied by the rules -of the 
Bench. [Ejeit hastily, l. 
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£nier Mrs. Templbton, r. 

Mrs. T, What can be the matter with my husband ? he 
sighs, seeks solitude ; — sure he can't be vulgar enoUgh to be 
jealous ? If he thinks me unworthy his confidence, I shall 
not consider him entitled to my sympathy. — I wonder where 
Mr. Aspic is. One must load these literary gentlemen ; 
for a fashionable author is, now, become as necessary an 
appendage to a stylish party as a confectioner, or a Bow- 
street officer— -[6^011^ to the iable.'\ His common-place 
book, 1 declare ! Now for a peep ! I know I'm his heroine ; 
but if there be any fulsome compliments I shall prohibit 
the publication— [Affad!f.] ^'A sketch — Mrs. Tempteton 
alias Mrs. Argus, '' o/T'^ all what — ^' all eyes! which 
*' she rolls about as industriously as a sightless pauper,, 
•* and with the same efect^/or it excites our pity r* — Pityi 
rU tear them out! I'll never open them again, only to have 
evidence of the villain's treachery. — ** She smiles for effect, 
*' wit/iout cause, and never shews her teeth without shewing 
«« her folly—*' [Cries with »ftrfl/ioff.]— " Swattows flat- 
*' tery as voraciously as the Malestrom in Norway does 
*^ whales, though, in the vortex, is wrecked,** What I [H^th 
solemnity,'] is wrecked a husbantfs happiness /** — Ah, am I 
awake! — Well, madam, what say you to the charge P-r- 
Guilty!-- Vain, unthinking woman ! Oh, I could kiss the 
venoi'ned ink I — What's to be done ? — Ah, it shall lie so ! 
[fFritee in the 6oo^.]— My husband comes :— let-«e conceal 
— no, he shall judge of the sincerity of my repentance by 
the voluntary exposnre of my follies. 

[Throws the book on the grouvid, and retires. 

Enter Templeton, r. 

. Tern* 'Iliis agony of suspense is insupportable t No let* 
ters from London— no messenger ! Mr. Damper gone 
without a parting word !— Hitherto I've concealed from my«. 
wife the tortures I endure ; but soon, alas ! — What's here ? 
[Takes tq> the bXfok and reads] — ^^ Mrs* Argus-^excites 
pity^Jiattery'*-'\Jnm2a\\Y libeller ! Ah, what follows is to 
Julia's character.—'* To this she pleads guilty ; but^ hap~ 
'.* P^^Vi Ihe same moment that unmasked a hypocrite, im^-. 
** pressed on her heart a keen sense of her folly ^ and with 
** it the resobUion of seeking happiness in the active duties 
**ofa wife, and in the indulgent forgiveness of an affection^ 
*' ate hu^nd. 

[She comes unpercetved, and kneels by his side, 

E 
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Mn. T. Oh, Sir, pardon ! 

Tern. Julia, joy of my life, rise to my doting heart I 
[Embrace* A«r]— Bltssfui moment! it will tweeteii my 
dying hoiir !— Bat, oh \ — 

MrM T* You tremWe !— yonr wife will entreat to par- 
take your joys — ^but she demands to share your sorrowsk 

Tern. Your husband is a beggar— ruined ! —worse— the 
caose of others* rain ! 

Mrs. T. yFatfUly.l Is there no hope ? 

Tenu None. 

Mrs T. Then we must welcome re^nation. Oh, I 
oould cherish the grief that has awakened in my bosom its 
better feelings, but for the agonising thought that I may 
have caused this rain ;-r-teach me. Sir, what cmi I do ? 

Tern. Nodiing, dearest wife X we will wait the erents of 
ft>-morrow. 

Mr$, T. To-morrow 1 Do not afflict me with that hated 
word.— Where's Vincent ? — ^Where's your firm friend, Mr. 
Damper? 

Tern* Gone. 

Mrsi T. Gone I he seemed your shadow. 

Tern, But when the sun of my prosperity set, the sha- 
dow yanished.— Ah, here comes that rile libeller- ^ 

Mrs^ T. Templeton ! no resentment, I entreat. 

Efi^er Aspic, t. 

Avp* The porter (Cerberus) took his sop kindly enough ; 
now if I can dose Templeton and his wife — ^and, luckily, 
they are here.— What an interesting contemplation Ls do- 
mestic happiness ! what a lesson to the world ! Had I per- 
nussion to record such worth, its advantages could not be 
lost— [Fwffwg' for Ms dtfo*]— could not be lost— [rr^mw- 
husfy, and running to the table,] as I said before, could 
not be lost — [Seare^ng eagerly about the roam. 

Tern. Is it this. Sir, yon seek ? 
. Asp. This! No! Oh, yes! my sketch book,, where my 
friends* virtues and graces— [P«fp» into it, and drops it] — 
Punished — beat — shelved— defunct— screwed down and 
buried 1 The fangs of the law without, an enraged wo* 
man's tongue within ; — ^however, my shoulders will bear 
any thing but the paralysing paW of a bailiif. Sir, I, I, ' 
must live-r* 

Tern, Did it ever occur to too, Sir, that you must die ?* 
Is this base perversion of the human mind to be endured ?^ 
Sir, I am sorry you impose on me the harsh taA of re- 
qnhitig you to quit my house. 
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Asp, I would directly — but the danger—-— 

Tem. My servants shall conduct ■ 

Asp. Thank you. Sir ; but ^that's very unueceseary ; 
there are attendants without very willing to take all pos- 
sible care of ine^ and see me quite safe to towu. >Ir. Tem- 
pleton, 1 throw myself on your mercy. The fact is, Sir, 
(here are bailiffs iT^mpieton stands, and trembles.] about 
tbe house, and if they see me— — 
, Atrs* T> Templeton, you tremble ^— Heaveus ! do you 
fear? v 

Tern, Dear Julia, be composed. Sir, while I have power 
here, you may remain. Retire to some proper place of 
safety. 

Asp, Thank you, sir.-— Proper place t I know the poet's 
—the gairet. [Crossesy arid essUy r. 

Tem, Lost! disgraced! Oh, heaven end my days soon, 
soon ! 

Vincent Templeton rushes in, l. 

Fin. I saw suspicious men lurking about 

Tern, Be not alarmed, my son ; you are in pei'fect safety. 
These men, Vinceat, wait for your father. 

Fin. My father I l^t'M horror, 

Mrs, T, IShrieks.'l No, xmu 

Tem. Hark ! a noise ! — ^They come. 

f^in. Close all the doors. 

Mrs T. Fly ! conceal yourself, deai* Templeton, for my 
sake. 

7'em. By your leave, love. [Kisses her /tand» 

. ii^m. S^ure the doors, 1 say. 

Tern, I say, no I As this will be the last exertion of my 
authority, at least let it be an act of justice.— ^ I command 
that all have free admittance. Dragged to a prison — my 
honest name given up to calumny — to — they are here. 

Enter a Stranger, l. 

Str. Your name is Templeton ? 

TViw. Yes. 

Str. When you have perused tliat, [Presenting d paper.] I 
shall require you to go with me — 1 w411 wait in the next 
apartment. 

Tern, Sir, I will not detain yeu long; the feelings and 
decorum you Irnve shewn in discharging your duty demands 
my gratitude* ' [Eant Strange, li. 

Viti. Fatherl 

e2 



M BDUCATIONi [Aer tVi 

A/rf. T. Husband ! 

Tern, "lis har<l to pfirt 

Mr9.T, Part!— Never! never! 

Tern, The die is cast. — Let me see at whose suit — 
[Unfolds the paper; utters an hysteric exclamation^ 
andfaUs back, Vincent supporting hm^'] 

Mrs, T, [SnatcMjig up the letter] <' Acquaint you^ thai 
" at SUV o'clock^Mr, Cletfeland departed this life," Li- 
berty^iberty ! — Oh, my husband ! Let the warm breath- 
ings of affection call back your fleeting spirits — ^tbese drops 
of sympathy reanimate your drooping heart ! 

7'em, [Jtecwering.] Heaven's will be done ! Give me the 
paper. [Reads,'] *' His last moments were employed in coiling 
*'/or and blessing you, his beloved friend." — ^This demands 
a tear of grateful sorrow. — Merciful Father! how inscni^ 
table are the dispensations of thy providence ! 

Enter Robert and an Attorney , l. 

Rob, That is Mr. Templetou. [Ei^it Robert, L. 

Att. Sir, the critical state of y«ur aflkirs has compelled 
my client to institute what you may consider harsh^ legal 
proceedings; but the security of your person—^ 

Tern, I am ever willing to pay a prompt submLssion to 
the laws of my country ; but if jrou will have the forbear- 
ance to suspend further proceedings till you have accom- 
panied me to the late Mr. Cleveland's — 

Att, Is Mr. Cleveland no more? [Templeton presents 
the paper,] The disposition of his property in your favour 
is well knoWn. I will attend you, iSir ; and am rejoiced 
that this event will preclude the necessity of pursuing mea- 
sures so destructive to your happiness and honour. 

Tern, Julia! Vincent! Oh, thus supported, thus* be- 
loved, thus blessed^ I hardly dare trust my happiness. 

[Exeunt y £.• 

SCENE til.— A sequestered Place in a Park. 
^n/er Vincent Templeton, L. 
yin. A father restored to affluence and happiness, my 



whole heart turns to thee, Rosine ! [Takes out a miniature,! 




matchless charms, which time has perfected ; here beam 
the eyes of ingenuous innocence, which seem to smile on 
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me forgiveoess. IDuring this Count Lilian has entered^ r. 
. — Ae sees the picture — starts^^then snatches it from his 
hand J] Ah,, a.rpbber I — Vi}laiD, I part with that picture 
but with life ! 

Count y* VVitji life be. it, then. \G\ves him a pistol — 
retires u /eu) paces.] Defend yourself I 

£nter Broadcast and Gamekeeper, l. 

Broad. [Rushing between them^ Hold ! 

Vin. Securp that villaiu. 

Broad. Dare not to lay a hand upon him. 

f^in. What means this insolence ? 
. Broad. Sir, Tm his Majesty's own petty constable, and 
when there's ony fighting, this is Uiy authority for making 
one among them, And I would die to serve that man. , 

Vin. Why? 

Broad. Because he would have died to save my child. 
. yin» He has robbed me. 

Broad. Robbed you ! [Surprised and d^ected,} No, sure, 

f^in. Wrenched from my hand, a picture of value inesti- 
mable. 

Broad. AVliy, some people do take violent fancies to pic- 
^res. IStily to Viltars.'] — Never heed— give it him again. 

f^in. Thismystery shall be explained. Will you restore-— 
. Count f^. Never I 

yin. What motive urged you to seek my life ? 

Count F", Interminable, mortal aetestation. 

yin. Wlio are you ? [Count yillars^ by the action of his 
hands ^ repels him, and tums^away,] Seize him and follow 
me. I'll make good the charge. — Old man, do your duty. 

Exit^ L. 

Broad. Young man, do yourSt [To Gameheep^.} Why 
don't you follow your master? 

Game. He ordered me to bring tliis man. 

Broad, He ordered you ! and, pray, who am I ? Come, 
don't stand there bullying me, and making a riot, or, as- 
peace officer, I'll break every bone in your skin. 

Game. Very well, you act at your peril. [Eait Gamekeeper, 
' Broad. At my peril be it. 

Count F. [Tijdmg out the picture.] Kosine ! Oh, i^y 
child ! [Broadcast listens with astonishm^t.] Here thou 
art iupocent, and I may kiss thee. — No more ! — for thus a 
wretched father casts thee from him — thus, on the base 
earth — ^he — 
[Looks at the picture, hesitates^ and thrttsts it in his bosom* 

B 3 
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Broad. His daughter — Miss lUtsine— the <)aaghter of— it 
may save the old man's life — it may give happiness — justice. 
*»Noble Sir, you must come with me to IMn Cleveland's. 

Count f^. Never ! 

Broad. You forget yoa are my prisoner. 

Count V. 1 did, indeed ! — Vain worm, not yet l^umbled ! 
— still wilt thou turn when trampled on. 

Broad. 1 tremble to offend you, — ^but as it is to serve 
you, I'll even drag you there. [Seizes him^ and is drawing 
away when a hell toUs at a distance ; he drops Villars* hand.\ 
'Tis all over !— that's old Mr. Cleveland's knell. 

County. [KneeUng.\ Father of mercy! gi-^pt him that 
pardon which he denied his cliild. — Hopie— hope no more. 
— Come, whither do you'lead me ? 

Broad, Not to Mr. Templeton's. — No, Til go to*Sfr Guy 
Stanch. — -'Yes — come, sir. — 'tis my office to wallc firat. — I 
know you'll not think of running away ; because, if you 
were, I'm so touched In the wind I could not overtake you. 
— No, he won't go. 

Count y. Bury my secret deep in your breast. 

[Taking his hand'* 

Broad. They mun tear my heart out that gets at it. 

[Eaeunt, Broadcast st^orting him, l* 

SCENE iv.^j4n Apartment at Mr. Cletfeland's. A €a^ 
hinet sealed. Secretary Tabic A knocking at the Door, l. 
Enter Mr. Cleveland's Stewvird and Servant, l. 

Stew* If that be Mr. Templeton, shew him in here. 

[Exit Servant, r. 

i?ii/«rT£MPLETON: an«f Attorney, r. — Templeton places 
his hat and (fane on the table* 

Mr. Templeton, my honoured and beloved master, in bis 
last moments, requested that you would make the dispo- 
Mtion of his property immediately known. 

Tern. I will obey. His testament will be found here 
[Pointing to the cabinet.^ 3reak the seals. [He opens a 
drawer, and takes out a wUL] As you see — the date unal- 
tered-^the same you witnes^sed.^ 

Stew, The same. 

Tern. Are thefe any other papers } 

Stew. None. [Examining the Cabinets 

Tetn. Pray* leave me. [Exit Attorney, l.] No altera- 
t5ou — no codicil — None. [ Turrang over the leaves, a paper 
/alls out uuperceived.] Kind, liberal, lamented friena ! If 



9CBIiE I.] ^DUOATJOK^ 65 

it might be permitted thee to know that this has sared thy 
frieud from disgrace, from poverty, from a prison — how 
would'st thou rejoice !— [PicAr* up the paper*] Ah ! In 
Cleveland's hand.— What do 1 fear ?— Why do 1 tremble ? 
ijReoiU.] ** Tenyifleion, I have seen her — I have beheld the 
" chUdo/tny injured daughter-— her look, voice, the Jewel she 
** wore, cor{/irmed it f-^—Can J meet a merd/Ul Judge, not 
*• shewing mercy t My eyes grow dim — my senses fail. — 
*' This informal paper will with you he sacred, fbr it is 
** sealed with the impression of divine forgiveness — it is tcit- 
*^ nessed by the all'Seeing eye of Heaven, — All, I have is JtO' 
sine yillars>* " [Templeton stands in speechless agitation ; 
f^en looks fearfully round, and thrusts thepap^ into his bo* 
som* In terror exclaims] Who's there ? 

Enter Steward and Attorney, l. 

Stew. Did you call, Sir ? 

Tern. No— yes, 

Att, With your leave. [Takes the will.] Perfectly satis- 
factory. This you publish as Mr. Cleveland's last will ? 
His grateful feelings overpower him. Be composed, Sir. 
This you pronounce — [Templeton utters a groan — snatches 
the wUl from his hand, and rushes off thestageJ\ His senses 
are disordered* Mr. Templeton ? — . [T/tey follow ,, r« 

BNI> OT ACT IV. 



ACT V. 

' SCENE h—An Apartment at Sir Guy StancVs. 

Sir Guy discovered asleep, in a chair. A harp is heard in 

J he adjoining room, u 

Sir G. [JVaking,] Eh ! what's that ? Oh, Nell, claw, 
clawing at her harp-strings, as if the only road to a lover's 
heart was through his ears. [^Rings abeU,] Stubborn jade ! 
she has refused three husbands ; and to none of which 
she could reasonably object, for she had not even seen 
them. 

Erder Jerry, r. 

Send my daughter here, Jerry. 
' Jer. My young lady has rode out with your ward. 

[Bxit, R. 
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Sir O. Witfi SuckUog ! a sneakup ! — If he had any pluck 
he*<l run -away with her. Give me a dasher, a thunderer, 
a fellow that would brow-beat a vestry meetiug; duiub-- 
found a turnpike meeting, and bang a bench of justices 
with Latin and logic till tiiey don't know a subpoena from 
a mittimus. 

JErUer Rosina^ l* 

Ah ! what doleful ditty were you twanging ? 

Bos, A plaintive native melody — ^'twas written by my ' 
father ; and while I sing it, memory recabtAose happy 
hours when my beloved parents listened to the strain, and 
fills my heart with so sweet a melancholy that joy itself 
might envy. 

Sir G, Poor child ! 

Ros, Oh, call me by that name ; 'tis long since my ears 
were blest with the sound ! — But has not my friend Ellen 
returned ? I feel an alarm I hardly can account for. 

SirG, Alarm! 

Ras, She seemed agitated by extremes of gaiety and 
grief; she laughed, wept, accused you. Sir, of tyranny. 
Indeed, Sir Guy, a parent's harshness, acting on the free 
and dangerous principles of the education she has received^ ^ 
may lead to the most imprudent consequences. 

r "~ Enter J^r&y^ |^. 

Jer. The constable wants your honour. 

Sir G, I'll come to him. 

Ro9. The magistrate wait on the petty officer! Pray 
let my dismissal prevent so flagrant a violation of legal 
decorum. [CourUeying arufexit, l., he bows^ 

Sir G, Shew him in. _, [Ejnt Jeny, lu 

Enter Broadcast, r. 

Broad, Lord, Sir Guy, what do you suppose ? 

Sir G, Any thing happened to the hounds at walk ? 

Broad, No ; 'tis an unfortunate Christian — 

Sir G, Oh ! that's all ; ccod, you frightened me. ' 

Broad, A French gentleman, a prisoner— 

Sir G, Broke his parole^ perhaps ? 

Broad, Nan — 

Sir G, Broke his parole ? 

Broad, No ; Young Squire Templeton and he had a 
tussel ; but 1 don*t believe any thing's broke. They were 
going to gun it Wi' pistoU. 
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Sir G. Who is he ? 

Broad. That's lt^[Mpateriously.] Oh, Sir Guy, if you 
did but know what 1 know — 

Sia (7. Indeed! well? 

Broad. Then you v^ouid know — 

Sir G. What? 

Broad. Nothing. [RecoUecting himself . 

Sir G. Very likely. 

Broad. Hush ! 1*11 amaze you. [fVith consequential in- 
sinuation.'] He's a foreign nobleman, come to England by 
sea ; — marrieil^lady j — had a daughter ;— ^he gi-ew up to 
he a woman. There ! what do you think of that ? 

r 

Enter Jerry, with a letter, r. 

»■ 

Jer. Oh, master ! the horses are come back without my 
young lady and 'squire. 

Sir G. £h ! what ? 

Jer, The boy that brought this letter says they were 
netting off in a chay and four. 

Sir G. What ! eloped ? Oh, the ravisher ! Oh, the vil- 
lain \ I, who thought him such a quiet,amiable, sweet boy. 
Jerry ! Mount all the grooms ; saddle Somerset for me : 
my daughter's eloped — away ! 

Jer. Which road ? 

Sir G, The north, you blockhead ! all fools <go that 
road ; the wise ones come south. Now we shall hear 
what the scoundrel can say for himself. [Reads.l ^^Dear 
dud elect,**-^ 

Broad. Come, thaf s affectionate and pretty enough. 

Sir G. Hold your tongue I ** You have altcays, wished for 
** a dashing son-in-law f and,dapt*tne,!fou shall have one.** — 
There's a reprobate — ** Your absurdities we pityt your ty- 
** ranity we jiardony-^Hoyf very kind ! 

Broad. So it is, indeed ; quite forgiving, and without 
any malice, like. 

Sir G. '* So, open your arms to receive us ; your house to 
" receive the cf/unty ; and give the enclosed hasty sketch of a 
** wedding-dinner to tfie cook.** Impudent rascal ! ** Adieu! 
•' — the boys are mounted, the whips crack, and hey for the 
«* blacksmith:* 

Broad. [Snapping his fingers."] Smart and funny ; I'll be 
9hot if it beau't ; he ! he I 

Sir G. How dare you laugh* 3ir ? If I can but catch a: 
wiMYi of thQ rasct^. 
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Enter Jerry, r. 

JitfT. Soiuci'Bct's ready, sir» 

Sir G. Theu, dam'me, we'll ha\'e a gallop far H* 

Broad^ [Stopping him.] But 8top-~you forget geutlemaa 
locked up in room. 

^r G. Let him £tay there — I shall be back in a day or 
two. 

Broad. But he's a foreigner, and don't understand the 
law. 

Sjh G. Then tell him, to comfort him, that I'm a native, 
and pretty much in' the same situation. Oh ! that my owi) 
flesh and blood should rhn away from me I Why, such an 
atrocious thiug, farmer, has not happened in the county. 

Broad* No, never. Sir Guy, since you ran away with 
your lady. 

Sir G. Zounds ! {EaHt hastily y^ 

Broad, He ! he I dam' me, that touched him a little mat- 
ter in tlie wither ; he I he 1 — Made the odd one liick up a 
bit; he! hel ' {Eait, r» 

SCENE II. — A Stone Boom, tm/umUhed, edfcepi with a 

chair* 

* ViLLARS discovered. 

Count V, Why should I longer sti*uggle with my fkte ? 
Cleveland')! death dooms mc to wretchedness ; — my lost* 
unhappy child dooms me to dishonour. Well, soou or 
late, the common friend of misery will call me to his cold 
embrace; and then, my sainted wife — ye9,jtheD we meet 
again ! In that hope my soul reposes ; and he whose vile 
philosophy shuts from the human breast the Christian's 
hope, inflicts a curse on man more heavy than ever tyrant 
could impose. \A harp plays without^-^Rosine sinigSy l« 

Rosine. Ah! vousdtra je, Maman, 

Ce que causie mon torment : — 
Depuis que j'ai vu Silvandre 
Me regardant 4'un oeii teudre, 
Mon coeur dit ^ chaque instant, 
Peut-ou vivre sans amant. 
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father calls ! [^ female shriek is heard.'\ Site hdars me — 
Oh, give her to my arras '. Stained, lost as she is, let rae but 
bold her to my heart. Til bless— forgive-— 

[ The door is unhckedi 

Enter Rosine, l., toho rushes into Ms arms. 

My child ! 
Bos. My father ! 

Count y, Stand^ off, and let ine gaze on thee, image of 
thy departed mother ! Oh ! where in that form can guilt 
find an habita^OB ? Swear that thou art innocent ! in mer- 
cy deceive me, and let me die in the blest delusion. 
'Bos. By my mother's revered name !■»— 
Cmmt y.-hhl her name has roused me to the call of 
injured honour — yes, degenerate girl, 1 will speaic of her. 
In prison, she was my deliverer ; in sickness, ray solace ; 
In battle, my preserver — ^wounded, and confounded with the 
dead and dying, her eager eye sought and found me. The 
plunderers came to rifle and destroy ; the deadly tabe was 
levelled at my life ; her faithful bosom was my shield, 
and received the fatal wound. Ob, what a moment ! I 
called on death to join us. — She, expiring, cried, " We 
have a child— live ! a father's hope shall sustain you !" 
Ros. My mother ! Oh) my mother ! 

\jClasps her hands, and looks up infixed deffotion. 
Count V. Yes, Rusine, it did sustain me. What made 
light the chain of slavery, that corroded to the bone this 
soldier's arm ?— rA father's hope. — When famine convulsed 
my frame, what gave impulse to the stream of life ? A 
father's hopc^-When the waves overwhelmed me, what 
made me with gigantic strength grapple the naked rock ? 
-—A father's hope. — Naught, naught could bow me down 
with shame and sorrow, hut an ingrate daughter ; naught 
break this heart, but the deadly woundings of a child's 
dishonour ! 

Ros* Oh, hear me ! In justice, I demand — in mercy, T 
implore f 

CouKt ^.-Why cling to me ? What wouId*st thou of a 
wretched beggar ? — ^What have I to bestow ? — Yes, a 
father's curse ! 

\Gom^ to ktieel, hi raises his hand iff heaven* 
Bos* [Seizing it,"] It will not be recorded !— the sainted 
spirit of my mother, that knows my umocence, will shield 
me from a father's malediction. 
Count K Innocence I say on. 
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P&t, Oh, were I the guilty thing my tohgue disdains to 
name, could I meet the dreadful vengeance of your eye ? 
Should I not grovel on the earth, and with these hands dig 
out a grave to hide my guilty head ? Could I, my father, ' 
stand thus erect, proudly demanding the strictest Hcrutiny 
of man — challenging, if I lie, the avenging lM>lt of heaven ? 

Cotmt V. It is the voice of truth — it is the confideoce of 
purity — it U the consummation of a fiather^s hope — I must, 
I will believe thee. — 

[Rushes into her arms ; hi staggerifrom weakness % 

Jtas. Ah ! that deathlike paleness ! you tremble ! With- 
in thei-e ! help ! 

Enter Broadcast, l. 

Broad. Ah ! Miss Rosine ; then all comes right 

Count y. A frame, worn down by misery, is unfitted to 
bear the extremes of good or ill. Come next my heart — 
nearer — nearer — I have much to learn of thee ; for they 
told me a tale. 

Bos. You shall know all, my father — all my imprudence 
*-all my sorrow ; but I have found such kind, and noble 
friends ! 

Count V, Beggar that I am, how shall I reward them, 
how provide for thee ? 

Bos, 1 am young and able. 

Broad. Yes, and so am I, Sir — strong as a hull» and I'll 
work this flesh off my bones— 

Count V, I must not live on charity. 

Broad. No, Sir— but tliough you won't accept charity, 
you might be pleased to shew some ; and I*m sure it would 
be charity to let me rub out some of the debt that* s scored 
up against me. Indeed, Sir, I can't eat, or sleep, till you 
are so kind and magnanimous to enter the door that this 
hand shut against you. 

Count y. My worthy Englishman, believe me, with 
every consideration of gratitude, to be your friend. 

Broad. And, noble Sir, believe me to be yours» without 
without any consideration at all. 

Bos. Come, Sir, let me lead you hence. Oh, how 
I long for my dear friends to partake my happiness ! how 
my heart pants to repeat to each, and to all — '* I've found 
a father." [Eseunt, u 

SCENE IL— Another Apartment at Sir Guy*s. 
Sir G. [fnthout.] Come along, you runaway baggage ! 
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iPuthmg in Elien, R.] Bread, water, and a bed-post, shall 
be yoar portion. 

Ell. Vm very Horry^ papa. 

Sir G. That you were stopped. 

EB. Yes, papa. 

Sir G, That is ray reward for all my care ; such care, 
that I defy you to prove, in a single instance, that I ever 
allowed you to follow your inclinations. 

EH, Very true, papa*. 

Sir G. Then what have you to say for yourself ? 

Ell. That I would rather be chosen by the humblest, 
than offered to the noblest. You had better turn roe into 
the paddock, with your colts and fillies, to be viewed and 
knoclted down to the best bidder. 

" Sir G. ^hat would not do, my dutiful daughter, be- 
cause all there are warranted free from vice ani) blemish. 
Oh I here comes your blushing companion. 

Enter Suckling, r., dressed in a fashionable great coaty 
boots, and a white cockade in his hat. 

Welcome back, sweet, modest Mr. Suckling ! 

Suck, lliank you, Guy, thank you — ^your hand, old boy. 
Pshaw ! anger's vulgar, and penitence pitiful. Upon my 
jsoul, you old ones should make allowances for the erratic 
flights of us young devils ; for somehow, curse it ! we 
G^tn't help it Come, won't you } [Offering his hand.} Oh I 
as you like. Ah ! Ellen ! my adored ! 

S& G. His impudence confouuds me ! 
. Ell. [To SuckHnff.] It was all your fault we were stop- 
ped. 

Suck. Don't say 90, my darling. Now, damn it, Guy, 
you shall judge. Just as we were stepping into the chaise, 
the landlord popt the bill of fare into my hand, — ^turtle in 
the van ; and 1 thought it, would be generalship to lay in 
an ample supply to assist bivouacking in our retreat. At 
that moment, who should pass the inn butmy tutor, Parson 
Porker; the scented gale attracted his well-informed nose, 
and he demanded admittance ; and the landlord unlucki- 
ly saying that the room contained a pair of turtles going 
to Scotland, he, mistaking us for Calipash and Calipee, 
rushed in — ^Elleu swore, and I fainted -^I mean, I swore, 
and Ellen fainted. But, reckless of both, he anathemati- 
iied the blacksmith, vowed the church should not be cheat* 
ed of its dues, and before my eyes voraciously devoured 
the contents of the interesting tureen my care had pro«- 
vided. F 
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Enter Rosing, runnings l. 

Ros, Oh, my d(^ar Ellen, Tm so rejoiced ftt yonr return ! 
—[7(9 5ir Guy*] You now see, Sir, the ^ccts of your se- 
verity—But, may not J sue for pardon ? 

&> G, No, never. D — 

Roi, [Stopping hit moHth.l Oh, fie! Come, you would 
not frown, if you knew how a smtle becomes you. 

Sir G. Nouseuse ! A smile become m^ t [Simpering. 

Bos. And so, because you have always been so correct, 
80 scrupulously accurate with the sex yourself, you make 
rto allowances — 

Sir G. [Smothering a kntgh,'] I correct ! 

Jios, Yes ; I say, because you, Sir, married a lady with 
the consent of friends, and— * 

SirG. [Chuckling.] No— I say— hush! a word— [in « 
loud whisper.1-*l ran away with her. 

Jtos, Oh, you dangerous man I I declare I'm afraid of 
you. [Motions EUen and Suckling to keep hack. 

Sir G. Hush I Nonsense ! Come here, — there was a 
time — you understand — 

Ros» Ah, that roguish eye ! — But how did you persuade 
her ? 

Sir G, I had a way with me-^Says I, *• There stands 
your family, that want to make you miserable; here stands 
your lover, that will make you happy." 

Ros. BruFO ! Excellent ! and what di^ she do ? 

[Beckons down EBen and SuckBng. 

Sir G. What did she do ? Why, was it likely, that, en. 
circled . in the arms of the man of her heart,' she would 
mind what a damned old fool of a father said ? 

[In saying this he turns round, and sees Ellen and 
SuckUng in the situation he has described*'] 

Ros. Ha ! ha ! Come, own you're caught — no escape— 
confess! 

EIL Ah, my dear papa ! 

Suck. What do you say now, Sb Guy ? 

Sir G. Fairly beat, I own, and I forgive you. 

Ros. And now, my kind, my generous friends, rejoice 
with me, for I have found a father — not St. Clermont—^ 
Connt Viilars is my father. 

Sir G. Count Viilars ? What, is Rosine the poor and 
neglected heiress of Cleveland ? 

Ror. £ven so ; but sorrow shall not deform tlils happy 
day. 
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Sh" G, Where's my guest ? Let all accoQimodatioDS be 
provided. 

£IL Be that my care. 

Sir G. And a splendid entertjiinmeut* 

Slick, Be that mine. 

Bos* Oh, let none dare to say that human misery is he* 
youd the reach of happiness ; or that the humblest crea* 
ture lives in vain. \^Exeuntj, l. 

SCENE III — Mr, Templeton's. 

Muter Mr. TzwfVRioHyfoUowed by Mrs. I^mpleton, l. 

Mrs, T, Templeton, you alarm me ! 

Ten^, Hide me from the world, from myself. I found 
Cleveland's will^-here it is — it placed me beyond the reach 
of fortune's malice ; but a- paper fell from i^ which blast-, 
ed all! I thought of home, of liberty^ of. you ! Hope 
died within me> and with it fear, with it virtue. I listened 
to the temptf r. I — Oh, look more mildly on me — 1 com- 
cesded the fatal paper — here, in this toirtured bosom — 
Let me secure these evidences. . [^Ptits papers in chest*. 

Sir Guy Stanch, withottt, l. 

Sir G. Delay I hate, and ceremony I despise. 
Mrs, Tern, Again interrupted. 

Enter Sm Guy Stanch, l. 
Sir G, Excuse my intrusion, Mr. Templeton, but your 
son. Sir, has charged a gentleman with a robbery, so I have 
brought the accused to answer him — conviuced that he will 
here i-eceive impartial justice ; for 1 am sure no selfish^ 
feeling will ever make Mr# Templeton swerve from virtue 
or from honour. 

Tetn, [Agitated.'] Oh, conscience 1 — I will endeavour to 
merit your good opinion. 

Enter Damper and Attorney, l. 

£>am. The will not acted on ? [Apart to Attorney,, 

Att, No, Sir ; and my duty — 
\ Dam, Hiish I he's here, — Tenipletop, my friend! 

Tern, l^Bows.'] I'm glad to see you, Sir. 
- Dam. You are engaged.^ — I'll retire. 

TVm. Pray remain. — And, Sir, your presence tpay be ne- 
cessary. 

Enter on one side Vincent Tbmpleton r.; on the other y 
ViLLARs and Hosine, l. 

Vin, [Starts, "] Rosine. 

p2 
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Sir G. Now, Sir, produce your charge against this gen- 
tleman. 

Bos, Aye, Sir ; of what crime do you accuse ray father ? 

Vm. Her father ! then 1 am lost, indeed. 

Tern, 'iliis gentlemau, criminal! If ever heaven impres- 
sed on man the character of nobility and honour, I behold 
it in this sti-anger. — What is your chai-ge ^ 

Vin, None, Sir ; I am the culprit. 

Tern, What means this mystery ? 

Coum V. I will explain, Sir : I am oue of those unfor- 
tunate men, who, exiled from their native country, have 
sought this hospitable land. England, Sir, coutaiued Xiiy 
wife's large inheritance, contained a beloved and virtuous 
child. — I was thrown on your shores a. very beggar, and 
found my wife's inheritance possessed by a stranger ; my 
child, by specious arts, withdrawn from her peaceful asylum. 

Tern. [A^ieUed.] What is this to me ! 

Cotmt V, Thus far only — that the man who has deprived 
me of every earthly hope is Mr. Templetpn — the man who 
drove my child to seek a stranger's protection is his son. 

Tern, Your name. 

Count V. The licence from your government will tell 
you. ^Shewing paper. 

Tern, Count Villars ! 

Count y. Yes, Sir, Count Villars! 

TVm. Why do you all hem inc in ? — let me breathe — 
What do you suspect ? What would you say i 

Sir G* That if you are the man I take you for, you will 
not refuse some of the valuable contents of that strong box. 

Tern* Ah, Sir ; you and all shall judge me. 

[fy/iispers Vincent, and gives a key,, 

Vincent unlocks the chest, and takes out papers. 

Tern, Look up, Julia!— the tempter environ 'd, but has 
not subdued me. — [ Takes a paper from his son, Vincent gets 
over ton, Mrs. Tetnpieton crosses behind to Templeton.l 
Rosine Villars, by the possession of this informal papery 
which I now deliver, you become sole heiress o( Mr. 
Cleveland's large possessions. By the destruction of this 
legal will, which, like a deadly sin, I thus cast from me, 
{Tearing U."] I am, sir, your prisoner. 

[To Attorney, who is L. 

Dam, The ordeal's past, and he is purified. 

Count V, A prisoner 1 no, no — but I will not dictate ge- 
nerosity to my child. 
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ilo*. All cteiins. Sir— 

Dam, [yipart] It will not be. accepted.— If your heart, 
lady, does not dictate the means to save that suffering 
parent, all other efforts will be vain. [Pointing to yincent] 
Can you, unmoved, beltold the tear of anguish roll. down 
the manly cheek of him you have said you love ? Can yoU 
see his youthful frame totter beneath the weight of self re- 
proach and despairing love ? 

Ros, {To f^iUars,] Have I your leave. Sir ? 

Count V. In that — in all. 

Ros. [Crossing to Fin.] Vincent! as for a father's sake 
you aspired to the possession of the lovely Ellen, perhaps, 
for his sak^ you will UDt disdain the proffer'd hand of the 
humble Rosine. 

Vifi» [FaUing at her feet.] Angel of forgiveness ! Rosine 
mine — ^a father saved— 

Dam, Hold ! the oak must not b^ propped by the sapling ; 
its own native vigour shall sustain it. 

Tern, What mean you ? : 

Dam* That my friend is solvent, is prosperous ! 

Mrs, T. Best of men ! how did you proceed"? 

Dam, Straight forward — look'd misfortune full in the 
face — look*d the creditors full in the face — threw myself 
and property again into the firm. My security gave them 
confidence, and their confidence confirmed my security ; 
and thus, a few words of^^unsophisticated truth — 

Tan, I hear you. 

Dam, And a few hours of exertion, untainted by pro- 
crastination—* 

Mrs, Ti I shall not forget. 

Dam, Has restored my friend to prosperity and happi- 
ness. * 

Count V, While I view with transport this happy termi- 
nation of our sorrow, this domestic compact of increasing 
love and amity, a sigh will force its way for the distracted 
world. Oh !. be those days not far removed from us, when 
mad ambition shall bow the neck to justice and humanity, 
and the weary world repose again in Peace /^ 

DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THIS 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Sir Guy, Vjnc. Ros Vil. Damp. Mrs. Tem. Temp. Att. 

R.J [l. 



EPIIX)GU1S- 

i 
By Mr, Smith, Spoken hy MU$ Booth, \ 

IVfi read, ui every village iq the nation, . 
Flourished in fine gold letters, " Education :" 
Schools bring girls up, their beauty brings them thro% 
Court brings them out» and courting brings them \o* 

To-night we open school, onr terms are fair j 
Here sit the pupils— the head masters, there. 
We fag when usher-prompter gives the nod. 
He plays the lesson, and the Pit's tlie rod. 
When we our lessons say, what dire snip-snapping ; 
The monitor's a hiss, the prize, hands clapping. 
But Where's the author ? vanishM all at once, - 
We've thrust him in a corner — he's a dunce ! 
. School-games all play at : he who plays will write ; 
Trusts to the wind and flies a paper kite. 
Your critic is a dragon ;— -his game's snap : 
Wives play at racket, widows play at trap. 
When I eloped just now from old Sir Guy, 
He hunted me with ** Yoic eye, spy eye I" 
'Twas well he did, or sure, with hearts like iEtua, 
Suckling and I had danc'd hop-scotch to Gretna. 

Now for the parlour-boarders ; — there's a beau, 
Frog'd, booted, button'd up from ear to toe ; 
Whiskcr'd like puss, brows knit, and arms a-kimbo : 
Chains rattling at his heels, Mackheath in limbo. 
He loves to run where fashion leagues with whim, — 
FoUow-my-leader is the game with him. 
But when alarm'd his heart goes pit-a-pat, 
Now bouncing this box-door, now banging that : 
If in a whisper I tlte truth may speak. 
The bailiff's near — he plays at hide-and.seek ! 
What says our Author to this sporUve whim ? 
Shall what is sport to you be death to him ? 
While Education o'er this favour'4 Isle, 
Rolling her tide like fertilizing Nile, 
Invigorates with strength, embalms with health, 
The poor man's cottage, and the dome of wealth. 
Shall one new school, unaided by our betters, 
Fall to deeay before we've said our letters ? 
No! let me, kind, good masters, I implore ye. 
Night after night, as Ellen, tri|) before ye ; 
I like my place : smile, fix me in my station. 
And kindly pati'onize our Education ! 

THE END. 



